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My  Adidas 

Paul  Vollmer 


My  Adidas  go  wherever  I  go, 

playin'  basketball  or  rappin'  at  a  hip  hop  show. 

Shoes,  I  got  'em  by  the  dozens, 

I  got  more  shoes  than  Puerto  Ricans  got  cousins. 

You  know  I  wear  nothin'  but  Adidas. 

Like  Jesus,  I  need  this,  so  he  can  lead  us 

straight  to  heaven.  Go  ask  my  homie  Kevin: 

"We've  been  wearin'  Adidas  since  we  were  seven." 

But  now  we're  all  grown  up, 

I  wear  Adidas  more  than  Stobart  drinks  out  of  his 

coffee  cup. 

And  that's  every  day. 

Imagine  Santa  Claus  without  his  red  sleigh. 

'Cuz  it's  about  the  same  thing, 

like  left  without  right,  like  pong  without  ping. 

'Cuz  I  flow  &  flow  &  flow. 

What  would  I  do  without  Adidas?  Yo,  I  don't 

know. 

I  just  wear  'em  cuz  they  feel  right, 

slide  'em  on  and  lace  'em  up  tight. 

I'd  never  wear  Nike.  I  won't  lie, 

lace  up  my  shoes  and  I'm  out.  Bye  bye. 


Meaningless 

Don  Schuldt 

A  WRITER  CAN  DESIGN  A 
POEM  TO  SAY  WHATEVER  HE  WANTS. 

BUT  UNLESS  SOMEONE  FINDS  IT 
WORTHWHILE,  HE  MAY  AS  WELL 

SAY  NOTHING. 


Parakeet  Musician 

Dawn  Benoit 

Leonard  listens  to  music 

that  his  master  creates. 

He  chirps  along  as  she  plays  a  song 

on  a  silver  flute  with  a  velvet  case. 

When  the  sound  fades  away 
he  ruffles  his  plumage. 
He  pauses  to  feed 
on  a  fresh  cup  of  seed. 
But  returns  to  his  stage 
to  make  music  from  his  cage, 
as  soon  as  the  flute  resumes. 


Gray  Fur... 

Bob  Czernik 

gray  fur  nestling, 
purring  a  lullabye  to 
send  me  off  dreaming. 
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Untitled 

Dan  Anderson 


Otherworld 

Janine  Passehl 


Darkness  strolls  down  the  moonlit  street 

cane  in  hand,  cracking  the  ground  at  his  feet 

his  insatiable  desire  to  engulf  all  that  is  light 

shall  be  subdued  by  the  still  of  the  night 

He  casts  a  shadow  of  enigmatic  bewilderment 

while  the  arms  rotate  around  and  time  is  spent 

He  brings  a  humid  gust  and  then  a  strong  gale  leaving 

us  with  guilt  as  if  we've  failed 

At  the  break  of  dawn  he  gives  a  heavy  sigh 

as  light  shatters  his  barrier  and  stars  fall 

from  the  sky 
Steam  starts  to  rise  from  the  ground  like  souls 
from  the  mist 
ready  to  stand  by  Darkness  and  somehow 

assist 
They  will  never  win,  so  they  thank  him  for  their  dreams 
But  they  only  see  him  fade  away  with  the  last 

moonbeam 
We  wake...somehow  feeling  sorrow 

for  our  friend 
But  long  impatiently,  knowing  he 

will  return  again. 


deep  and  dark 
unfathomable 
the  water's  span  is 
ceaseless  - 
no  limits  or 
dimensions  - 
its  multitudes 
enchant  and 
entrance, 

a  whimsy  of  nature, 
of  God. 
spellbound 
observers  are  drawn 
beneath  the  waves 
to  witness 
this  spectacle  of 
light  and  shadow 
so  carefully  crafted 
constantly  moving 
weaving  wonder  in  a 
surreal  tapestry, 
an  endless 
spectacle  of  life 


Untitled 

Christian  Bernal 

Screaming  man 
streaming  man 
sit  with  the  snow-man 
he'll  make  you  see 
smoke  that  we  breathe 

seeing  the  steam 
all  rising  to  dream 


Clouds 

Patricia  Martin 

Dark  and  Billowy 
Mean  and  Moving 
Oh  eo  slowly. 

Wintry  Sky 
Wind  and  Rain 
Cold  and  Damp 
Oh  eo  alone. 
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All  My  Friends 

Nancy  Lockhart 

All  my  friends  came  to  the  concert 

I  gave  in  the  shower. 

All  my  friends  loved  the  words  to  my  song, 

Words  I  wrote  with  a  pencil  that  had  no  point, 

Which  I  found  in  a  pocket  full  of  holes. 

All  my  friends  ate  the  cake  that  I  baked 

From  a  recipe  of  Marie  Antoinette's 

Made  of  sponge. 

All  my  friends  raved  about  the  mohair  sweater 

I  wore,  the  one  I  knitted, 

The  year  my  daddy  shot  the  mo. 

All  my  friends  wished  to  applaud  me, 

But  time  was  all  over 

Their  hands, 

So,  instead,  they  all  batted  their  eyes 

Rapidly  enough  to  create  a  wind 

Which  took  me  cross  the  room. 

There  they  bound  me  in  garlands 

Of  forget-me-knots. 


Tracing  the  Night 

Dan  Anderson 

The  stars  are  shining  bright 

yet,  I  still  search. 
The  luminous  moon  is  aglow 
longing,  it  chills  the  earth. 
The  shadows  move  oh  so  carefully 
as  if  not  to  make  a  sound. 
Silhouettes  cross  each  other 
fiendishly,  dancing  on  the  ground. 
The  night  is  an  enigmatic  place, 
in  which  things  are  known  to 
move,  to  speak,  or  to  watch  people 
pass  with  nobody's  help  but  on 
their  own. 
Everybody,  everything  searches. 
But,  all  shall  end  up  alone. 


The  Tide 

Kevin  McHale 

The  earth. 

A  pebble  of  sandy  white  beach, 

second.. .eons. 

The  tide  comes  in  daily, 

Shooting  stars  arc  across  the  sky. 

Time  passes  and  erosion  sets. 

We  lie  atop  the  dune, 

The  sun's  rays  gleam  upon  us; 

Our  mighty  protector. 

How  long  until  we  feel  the  tide? 
How  long  until  we  wash  away  into  the  ocean? 

How  long  will  it  be... 
until  we  shoot  across  the  sky  into  emptiness? 
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Shade  Song 

Christian  Bernal 

Shade  song 

long 
gel-eyed 

wrong 
closeness  of  dreams- 
feather  rust 
and 

beatnic  conformity 
back  again 
back  again  - 


Adamant  Against  the  Mass 

Bill  Yarrow 

I  am  Adamant  against  the  Mass 

It  is  Blatant,  Ostensible 

I  oppose  Consolidation-it  Deforms 

I  oppose  Unanimity-it  Shames 

Only  a  Fool's  Passion  can  lash  Man  into  Mass 

A  Thousand  Consciences  is  Will 

Will  partakes  of  Brutality,  unmistakably  and  with  Appetite 

A  Thousand  Consciences  is  Consensus  Brutality 

The  Mass  is  Greater  (and  more  Terrifying)  than 

the  Sum  of  its  Parts 

All  Fragments  are  Redeemed  by  God 


The  Moon... 

Mike  Ahlberg  &  Jason  Dowling 

the  moon  blows  over 

the  scarytree  factory 

the  lights  look  wet 

if  you  look  at  them  right 

i  turn  my  head 

over  my  shoulder 

and  watch  her- 

i  carve  her  name 

and  carry  the  bulk 

of  my  worde 

\pacY.  home- 

i  guess  this  won't  be  over  tonight- 

my  threats 

made  to  wait 

with  the  rest 

of  my  fears  - 

the  lights,  they  look  wet 

when  you  let  them, 

i  let  them- 

the  worde 

they  work  best 

when  you're  gone 


Green  Blossoms.. 

Bob  Czernik 

green  blossoms  on  air, 
capsizing  in  the  truthful 
beauty  of  her  soul 
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First  Solo 

Dawn  Benoit 

"I'm  getting  out,  kid."  Roger  leaned  over, 
shouting  above  the  engine  noise.  The  aircraft's 
powerplant  was  at  an  idle  as  we  sat  at  the  end  of 
runway  two- seven.  Roger  unbuckled  his  seatbelt  and 
heaved  his  fifty  year  old  frame  from  the  tiny  right  seat 
of  the  Piper  Cherokee  140.  He  began  to  exit  through 
its  only  door.  "Do  three  takeoff s  and  landings  just 
like  the  ones  you  did  for  me.  OK,  kid?  I'll  see  you  in 
a  little  while.  Have  fun." 

Right,  no  problem,  I  thought.  This  was  the 
day  I  waited  for  with  much  anticipation.  I  scanned  the 
sky  one  last  time  in  search  of  inbound  traffic.  I  hastily 
opened  the  throttle  with  the  thought  that  if  I  didn't 
become  airborne  soon  I  might  lose  my  nerve. 

The  little  airplane  rumbled  down  the  turf 
runway  steadily  gaining  speed.  I  could  hear  the  faint 
sound  of  air  passing  over  the  wings.  Suddenly  the 
aged  airplane  separated  itself  from  the  bonds  of  the 
earth.  The  Cherokee  and  I  were  free! 

Once  in  the  air,  I  had  no  choice.  I  had  to  safely 
return  the  aircraft  and  myself  to  the  airport  in  one 
piece.  My  fate  was  in  my  hands.  This  was  quite  an 
awesome  responsibility  for  a  know-it-all  teenager. 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  was  truly  alone. 

My  anxiety  began  to  ease  as  the  plane  gained 
altitude.  However,  I  noticed  many  unusual  noises 
that  had  previously  been  muffled  by  the  presence  of 
another  person  in  the  cockpit.  Upon  reaching  pattern 
altitude,  the  Cherokee  and  I  entered  the  traffic  pattern 
and  made  our  way  back  toward  the  runway.  Clouds 
dissipated  in  the  late  July  afternoon.  The  sky  glowed 
with  a  warm  orange  hue  as  the  sun  inched  to  the  west. 

Sweat  formed  on  my  palms  as  I  gripped  the 
yoke,  throttled  back,  applied  flaps,  and  prepared  for 
landing.  The  short  green  runway  rose  up  to  meet  me. 
Remembering  Roger's  advice,  I  held  an  approach 
speed  of  80m.p.h.  until  the  flare  (transition  to  landing). 
As  I  held  the  yoke  aft,  the  airplane  touched  down  with 
a  less  than  graceful  thud  before  rolling  on  freshly 
mowed  grass. 

A  small  crowd  had  gathered  to  watch  the 
spectacle  as  I  made  two  more  uneventful  takeoffs  and 
landings.  As  the  Cherokee  rolled  to  a  stop,  I  paused 
to  ponder  what  I  had  j  ust  accomplished.  I  was  humbled 


by  this  experience  that  very  few  people  will  have  the 
pleasure  to  discover.  At  the  same  time,  I  beamed  with 
pride. 

The  local  pilots  congratulated  me  as  I 
approached  the  hanger.  "You  did  just  fine,  kid," 
Roger  said  as  he  patted  me  on  the  back.  "How  do  you 
feel?" 

"I'm  sure  glad  that's  over,"  I  said  with  relief. 

"So  am  I.  Now  we  can  really  get  down  to 
business  teaching  you  how  to  fly,"  he  said  with  a  grin. 


Prey 

Jim  Sherbrooke 

Soaring  in  the  heavens 
Darting  about  through  the  clouds 
Gently  riding  air  currents 
Barely  flicking  a  feather 

Suddenly  diving  toward  earth 
The  parting  air  screaming  in  your  trail 
Feathers  furled,  talons  knurled 
Seeking  prey 


The  Birds... 

Bob  Czernik 

The  birds  danced  for  me. 
Upon  summer's  end  I  cry, 
the  birds  sing  goodbye. 
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Remember  Me. 

Sonya  Weeks 


Autumn  is  here,  and  my  thoughts  are  with  you 

My  Brother  Angel,  who  spread  his  wings  and  flew 

He  flew  to  a  place  made  of  silver  and  gold 

A  land  of  rest  where  he'll  never  grow  old 

His  loved  ones  all  wonder,  is  he  happy  and 

content  where  he's  at? 

But  the  only  one  who  can  tell  us,  is  Pat 

As  God  opened  his  arms,  he  said,  "Patrick,  it's 

time  to  go" 

"But  wait!"  Pat  said,  "My  family,  there's 

something  they  need  to  know 

I  want  them  to  know  that  I  am  at  peace  and  in 

heaven  is  where  I  will  stay 

I  want  them  to  remember  me  in  their  very  own 

special  way 

Everywhere  they  look,  in  everything  they  see 

I  want  them  to  feel  peaceful  for  around  them 

is  a  part  of  me 

In  the  Winter,  I'll  be  the  beautiful  white 
snow  that  falls  upon  the  ground 
For  my  children  to  play  with  and  be  delighted 
to  see  me  all  around 

In  the  Spring,  I'll  sing  to  them  from  the 
tallest  and  strongest  tree,  and  if  they  listen 
closely,  they'll  know  that  songbird  is  me 

In  the  Summer,  I'll  be  the  warm  sun  shining 
upon  their  backs 

They'll  feel  so  warm  and  content  and  say  XI 
know  you're  there  Pat' 

Last  of  all,  in  the  Fall,  I'll  be  the  gentle 
breeze  whispering  in  their  ears 
I'll  be  their  Guardian  Angel  and  protect  them 
through  the  years 

But  when  fall  comes  to  season, 

Oh  please  don't  be  sad 

Just  think  of  me  and  remember  all  the  good 

times  we  had 

Therefore  my  family,  please  be  grateful,  for 

below  I  did  not  fall 

God  hugged  me  with  his  heart  and  took  me  to 

heaven  blue  jeans,  bandana,  and  all!" 

PATRICK  EUGENE  THOMASSON/2-13-58  TO  9-7-93 


Enter  the  Sun 

Christian  Bernal 

With  the  washing  away 

of  the  early  blue  frost 

and  the  coming  of  the  new  bird's  song 

she  rises  dewy 

vapory  and  shivering  innocent 

sparks  of  the  morning  rise 
in  her  eyes 
burning 
warm  red 

A  veil  of  fog 
softening  her  focus, 
as  she  steps  into 
the  stream, 
catches  light 

Her  reflection  dances 

trees  watch 

And  finally 

she  steps  into  the  sun 

silhouetted 

breath  takingly 
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TYouble 

Mike  Ahlberg 

The  shade  is  troubling  over  us- 
Is  a  tear  my  Magpie,  dear? 
Contraceptivedictory  to  the  moonlit  night- 
Wait!  The  clouds  overhead! 
Where'd  the  romanticism  go? 
Attending  some  other  young  couple's  night? 
Arousing  some  other  young  couple's  fright? 
This  is  what  I've  been  waiting  for, 
not  talk  of  disease, 

tonight, 
or  effectiveness- 
Come  right  back,  stars  in  this  shiny  sky-bowl, 
calm  ghosts  of  summer  gallance, 
the  unplugged  television  ignored, 
somewhere  within  the  house 
crying  to  itself 
wool  carpeting  in  front  of  the  fireplace 
waiting  for  winter 
and  hot  young  bodies- 
us  little  woebegones  waiting  for  futures, 
not  frowning  at  them- 
How  could  it  hurt  us, 
let  me  count  the  ways. 


Bloodlust 

Janine  Passehl 

his  hunger  shall 
never  abate  - 
this  bloodlust  in 
his  veins, 
a  cut  bleeds, 
breeds  survival; 
salvation, 
he  embraces  with 
barbed  wire  caresses 
and  is  sustained  by 
the  sweet  nectar 
of  life. 


Welcome  Home 

Wolf 

Finally  we  welcome  the  vets  home  from  Vietnam, 

for  their  wounds  there  will  be  no  balm. 

American  glory  and  ideology  were  all  that  mattered 

their  youthful  illusion  of  immortality  was  soon  shattered. 

How  can  we  replace  the  friends  that  got  blown  away  by  an  RPG, 

repair  the  wounded  eyes  that  will  never  again  see, 

dry  the  tears  for  the  dead  that  were  placed  in  plastic  sacks, 

erase  nightmares  of  the  wounded  riding  off  in  medivacs? 

The  war  has  now  stopped  but  not  its  body  count. 
With  suicides,  birth  defects,  and  cancer  the  casualties  still 

mount. 

The  new  enemy,  Agent  Orange,  respects  no  cease  fire, 

nor  will  it  die  abandoned  and  forgotten  behind  barbed  wire. 

Welcome  home  from  the  Nam, 

for  their  wounds  we  searched  for  a  balm. 

To  show  our  gratitude  we  march  them  through  our  city's  gate, 

and  try  to  ignore  the  fact  that  it  is  twenty  years  too  late. 


I  Know  How  the  Prisoner  Feels 

Shelbia  Chandler 

I  know  how  the  prisoner  feels 

When  he's  locked  up  in  the  pen 

I  feel  the  longing  in  his  soul 

To  be  outside  again. 

I  see  the  sag  of  his  shoulders 

As  he  sits  there  reminiscing 

And  sense  the  gnawing  in  his  brain 

When  he  thinks  of  what  he's  missing 

I  too  am  a  prisoner 
Though  no  numbers  mar  my  chest 
But  I'm  walking  the  last  mile 
As  I  prepare  for  my  final  test 
I'm  just  an  average  student 
With  a  teacher  for  a  guard 
His  deadly  ammunition 
Is  a  letter  on  a  card. 

I  understand  the  prisoner 
As  I  sit  and  chew  my  pen 
And  struggle  with  my  yearning 
To  be  outside  again. 


Wordeater  86  -  7 


Indigent 

Judy  Bond 

My  bones  know 

earthen  floors 

and  secrets  whispered 

inside  ragged  blankets 

through  endless  cold  nights. 

I  have  slept  fitfully 

next  to  an  arctic  wind 

waking  with  each  new  snore 

while  moonlight  drizzled  icily 

on  blue  snow 

inches  from  my  toes. 

My  eyes  know 

the  neglect  of  warmth 

the  theft  of  tenderness 

from  an  ancient  mother's  touch 

and  for  an  eternity 

I've  been  waiting. 


I  Shall  Save... 

Staci  Tannenbaum 

i  shall  save  my  poems 

for  the  winter  of  my  dreams 

i  look  forward  to  huddling 

in  my  rocker  with  my  life 

i  wonder  what  i'll  contemplate 

lovers-certainly  those 

i  can  remember 

and  knowing  my  life 

you'll  be  there 


Hope 

Don  Schuldt 

Hope  is  dream 
without  there  is  despair 

"For  what  would  hell  be  if  demons  couldn't  dream  of 
heaven?" 

But  dream  is  but  a  wish 
and  not  to  be  confused  with  reality 
where  intricate  plots  of  confusion  run  amuck 
Creating  with  them  depression  and  despair 
But... 

There  is  always  hope. 


Hattie's  Death 

Nancy  Lockhart 

The  turnstone  calls  farewell  to 

August's  eve. 

A  sudden  cool  pervades 

As  Papa  joins  and  smoothes 

The  boards  of  seasoned  pine 

Whose  scent  from  shavings 

Rises  off  the  hearth. 

With  brown  deliberate  hands 

This  wood  he  planes 

In  final  token  and  speaks  no  words, 

While  I,  too  pained  to  weep, 

Have  naught  to  do  but 

Spread  a  cloth 

And  wait  for  the  kettle  to  boil. 
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In  the  Mountains  with  Nietzsche 

Chris  Savini 

i  am  an  animal, 

nature  made. 

Rearrange  my  genes 

and  i'm  a  willow  weeping 

in  the  breeze. 

i  am  a  thing. 

A  jumble  of  cells  clinging  together 

out  of  instinct, 

a  conglomerate  of  chemicals 

reacting  without  reason. 

Break  me  down  and  i'm 

a  puddle  of  amino  acids 

in  a  comfortable  pile  of  clothes. 

i  am  human 

which  makes  me  superior, 

or  so  i  am  told, 

born  with  the  gifts  of 

forethought  and  hindsight 

and  the  innate  unwillingness 

to  use  them. 

i  am  a  man 

and  mankind  are  my  brethren, 

women  are  my  sisters, 

and  our  family  is  dysfunctional, 

our  father  has  left  us. 

i  am  love  and  hate 

ambivalence  incarnate. 

i  have  widened  my  view 

and  paid  the  price. 

Ignorance  is  bliss 

and  the  populace  is  damn  near  ecstatic  with  it. 

i  am  alone, 

where  i  want  to  be, 

in  the  mountains  with  Nietzsche. 

And  when  my  pen  dries  up 

i'll  scream  through 

the  woods  and  waters 

and  howl  at  the  warring  goddess, 

naked well  almost. 


Soul  Eve 

Mike  Ahlberg 

I  hate  dead  people  and  grave-yard  nights, 
and  supermarket  parking  lot 

sodium  vapor  lights  overhead  - 
howls  over  in  the  junkyards 
break  in!  break  in! 
or  scatters  of  rats  in  the  car  jungle  - 
scare  me,  seagulls, 
swoop, 

peck  breadcrumbs  cups  straws 
then  disappear  - 
what  indeed  creeping  round  about 
(black  as  night) 

and  as  souls  of  creatures  black  as  dark 
as  this  world  can  get, 
my  systematic  pattern  of  tripping  over  shopping  carts 
while  dancing  away  from 
grasping 

clutching 

darkness  - 
no,  no,  get  away!  I  can't  be  here! 
My  angels  are  afraid,  too, 

of  this  foul  Hallows  night. 


Racial  Consequences 

Dan  Anderson 

How  much  pain 

Can  one  man  assure 

How  much  torture 

Should  one  man  endure 

How  much  hatred 

Can  one  man  feel 

How  much  vengeance 

Should  man  deal 

How  much  love 

Can  one  man  have  lost 

How  much  longer 

Should  we  wait  until  the  holocaust! 


wordeaterse- 9 


Swampa 

Christian  Bernal 

They  reaching 
lay  grabbing 
outstretching 
the  landing 

downcastlng 
entrancing 
they  appear 
demanding 

in  rock  marsh 
and  grassland 
they  rise 
from  the  land 

and  now... 

the  time  is  at  hand 

(fade) 


Fire  I 

Bob  Czernik 

Do  you  see  the  children 
worshipping  at  the  altar  of  man? 

Do  you  see  the  vultures 
above  their  temple? 

Do  you  see  the  fire 
consuming  their  souls? 

Let's  knock  off  an   angel 

Lover 

To  see  if  he  crashes 

into  the  temple. 

Do  you  see  the  children 
consume  the  angel 
like  vultures? 


Thoughts  From  Below 

Gena  Ellerbracht 

My  hands  cover  my  face 
And  I  try  to  breathe  but  only  suck  in  dirt 
Lying  on  my  back,  here  at  the  bottom 
I  can't  even  look  up  my  sad  eyes  to  you 
Seal  my  fate  with  glances  like  nails,  and  I 
See  you  throwing  words  down  like  dirt 
And  I  can  never  dig  through  the  miles  of  lies 


Sepulchre 

Judy  Bond 

Desert-dust  dry 

sundown  cool 

safe  purple  shadows 

our  bodies  whisper 

the  poems  of  reptiles  at  dusk: 

evening  prayers  chanted 

to  a  lavendar  god 

spread  like  watercolor  on  soft  paper 

under  a  banjo-stringed  sky 

A  giant  hand 

black  and  cupped 

descends 

flattening  silhouettes 

into  a  vast  India-ink  slickness 

I  feel  my  voice  in  eternity 

a  too-small  echo 

of  itself 
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Trapped 

Paul  Vollmer 


Humility 

Debbie  Paulsen 

Humility  is  a  state  of  mind; 
An  attribute  that's  hard  to  find. 
It's  neither  pompous  nor  pretentious, 
Rather  meek  and  obsequious. 

A  humble  man  possesses  pride; 
Imperiousness  and  conceit  have  died. 
Now,  mankind's  servant  he  is  not. 
To  be  a  doormat  is  not  his  lot. 

Abjectness— never,  he  has  self-esteem. 
He's  not  downcast  or  afraid  to  dream. 
Respectful~yes,  but  not  sheepish. 
Magnanimous—always,  and  never  selfish. 

Can  this  humble  one  be  found? 
Does  kindness  anywhere  abound? 
What  is  the  key?  What  will  I  see 
In  one  with  true  humility? 

Look  for  harmony,  look  for  balance, 
For  true  humility  comes  not  by  chance. 
You  see,  the  humble  are  not  lowly 
But,  they  know  this  life  is  not  theirs  only. 

The  key  is  balance  in  me  and  thee, 
Equal  ratio  of  they  and  we. 
In  this  balance  you  will  find 
Humility  in  humankind. 


In  a  room  with  no  doors 
is  a  room  where  I  lie, 
no  window  or  light 
with  days  that  drag  by. 
I  try  to  imagine 
a  way  to  escape, 
but  I  fail  every  time 
so  frustrated  I  wait. 
The  minutes  grow  longer 
the  hours  so  slow, 
I  crave  to  give  up 
and  tears  start  to  flow. 
The  room  becomes  smaller 
the  walls  crashing  down, 
I'm  trapped  in  this  room 
I  will  never  be  found. 
I  can  only  anticipate 
that  my  strength  will  return, 
and  with  time  that  goes  by 
I  will  continue  to  learn. 
My  mind  will  begin 
to  understand  all  my  feelings, 
and  accept  my  own  self 
as  a  life  with  a  meaning. 
And  when  this  day  comes 
my  first  step  back  to  freedom, 
the  light  may  come  through 
and  return  where  it  came  from. 
The  more  confidence  I  achieve 
may  bring  in  more  light, 
the  light  that  gives  hope 
and  tears  to  be  woe 
The  walls  will  exceed 
and  a  door  will  appear, 
I  will  no  longer  be  trapped 
and  no  longer  in  fear. 
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I  sat  with... 

Bob  Czernik 


I  sat  with 
The  blank  paper. 
My  mind  was 
Drifting  through 
The  tunnel 

(Twisting  actually) 
Down  the 
Child's  slide. 
She  came  to 
Mind  as  I  sat. 
The  smell  of 
Her  lust 
Still  lingered, 
Odors  of  our 
Sins 

(Elders) 
From  youth. 
The  thought 
Inspired  a 
Nerve  to 
Twitch. 
My  pen  wrote. 

Just  a  Thought 

Wolf 

There  once  was  a  time  when  it  all  used  to  matter 

I  held  tightly  to  my  dreams 

of  reality  or  hopes  I  chose  the  latter 

entangled  in  my  schemes 

I  was  immune  to  the  screams 

blind  to  every  one  else's  tears 

capitalizing  on  their  fears 

I  rode  to  places  where  angels  fear  to  tread 

riding  the  horses  of  terror  lust  and  hatred 

perhaps  I  can  change  or  is  it  too  late 

or  should  I  just  let  an  enemy  impose  my  fate 

television  gives  me  a  flashback  chill 

as  they  constantly  glorify  those  who  kill 

I  often  sit  and  wonder  why 

in  order  to  find  glory  someone  has  to  die 

now  I  am  looking  to  the  future 

while  I  run  from  the  past 

soon  my  flight  will  draw  to  an  end  at  last 


Make  Them  Cry 

Christian  Bernal 

And  I  could  hurt  you  so 

make  your  mind  like  fire  glow 

with 

warm 

and  trembling  lip 

through  sounds  like  cutting  whips 

shall  listen 

high 

for  cries 

and  chains  that  strain 

through  mortal  flesh 

and  rip 


Mississippi  Midnight 

Shelbia  Chandler 

f 

Everyone  is  sleeping 

The  night  is  nearly  still 

Even  the  wind  is  a  mere  whisper 

But  sleep  hums  audibly 

Through  the  moonlit  night 

The  north  star  shines  like  a  flaming  wick 

And  I  watch 

As  another  breaks  and  makes 

An  arch  through  the  sky 

There  is  a  sense  of  God 

Striking  a  kitchen  match 

Across  the  heavenly  ceiling. 
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Sunset 

Tracy  Panepinto 

Randy  sat  cross-legged  on  the  baked  dirt  of  the 
pitcher's  mound.  He  rocked  back  and  forth  kneading  his 
fingers  against  his  forehead.  He  was  restless.  Uneasy. 
Something  wasn't  right.  An  annoying  little  tension  em- 
bedded itself  at  the  base  of  his  brain  and  wouldn't  let  go. 

He  laced  his  fingers  over  his  eyes  and  peered  out 
between  the  v  's  they  formed.  Trees,  the  ball  diamond,  and 
a  playground  nestled  in  the  shade;  the  images  of  Indian 
summer  swirled  together  in  his  mind  with  memories  from 
his  childhood.  Twenty  years  melted  away  as  the  details  of 
the  two  worlds  blurred  into  one. 

He  closed  his  eyes  halfway,  distorting  the  shapes 
in  front  of  him  until  he  could  will  them  to  be  anything  he 
chose.  He  wanted  to  see  the  small  town  where  he  grew  up. 
The  oaks  that  lined  the  boulevard  became  stand  of  pines. 
Empty  bleachers  filled  in  anticipation  of  an  afternoon 
game.  Children  called  to  one  another,  telling  of  the 
approaching  ice  cream  man. 

He  sat  back,  breathing  in  the  smell  of  fresh  cut 
grass.  A  push-cart  ice  cream  vendor  set  up  business  on  the 
corner,  magnetizing  three  boys  on  bicycles  to  him.  Some 
things  don't  change,  Randy  thought. 

More  and  more  now  he  found  the  differences 
between  this  place  and  his  old  home  town  becoming 
indistinct.  He  never  would  have  thought  that  on  arriving 
in  the  city.  The  people  were  so  different  from  what  he  was 
used  to.  Cold.  And  strange.  At  that  time  their  concerns 
seemed  quirky-almost  manufactured.  But  eventually,  he 
got  used  to  it  all. 

A  trickle  of  sweat  ran  down  the  back  of  Randy's 
neck,  setting  his  nerves  on  edge.  It  was  warm  for  the  time 
of  the  year,  and  he  was  uncomfortable.  Still,  he  didn't 
remove  his  baseball  jacket.  He  rubbed  at  his  neck,  wiping 
away  the  sweat  from  under  his  long  hair,  but  he  couldn't 
wipe  away  the  anxiety  that  gnawed  at  him  from  the  inside. 

Nervously  he  looked  off  to  his  left  toward  the 
houses  of  his  subdivision.  They  were  all  the  same,  pre- 
fabs with  vinyl  siding.  Some  had  attached  garages,  some 
had  fenced  yards.  A  few  had  bow  windows  in  the  living 
room.  Others  had  picture  windows. 

His  own  home  was  buried  somewhere  in  that 
development.  He  couldn't  see  it  from  where  he  sat,  but  he 
knew  that  Kathlene  would  be  starting  dinner  in  their 
newly  repainted  kitchen. 

Thank  God  for  Kathlene !  He  didn  't  know  what  he 
would  do  without  her.  During  their  first  days  in  the  city, 
when  he  found  it  so  difficult  to  adjust,  it  was  Kathlene  that 
kept  him  from  quitting  his  factory  job  and  going  back  to 


Indiana.  She  would  remind  him  of  the  tough  times.  Hot 
dogs  for  dinner  three  times  a  week  was  something  she 
didn't  mind  leaving  behind.  He  had  to  admit,  she  had  a 
way  of  putting  things  in  perspective. 

He  smiled  to  himself  as  he  thought  of  his  wife. 
Still,  there  was  that  sense  of  something  gone  very  wrong. 
He  tried  to  put  it  out  of  his  mind.  To  think  comforting 
thoughts.  To  think  only  of  Kathlene.  But  he  couldn't  fight 
the  slow,  clammy  dread  that  inched  itself  over  his  body. 
Even  as  he  struggled  against  it,  he  felt  himself  losing 
control  by  degrees. 

It  was  more  than  just  a  mere  feeling.  A  sensation 
couldn't  do  what  this  thing  did.  And  it  was  a  thing.  Randy 
knew  he  wasn't  alone  in  his  awareness  of  this  invisible 
force.  He  saw  evidence  of  its  influence  in  others.  He  was 
sure  that  the  woman  who  wore  the  dark  glasses  day  and 
night  knew  its  unsettling  presence.  He  recognized  her 
nervous  fidgeting,  having  succumbed  to  it  himself.  Yet 
she  didn't  resist.  Nor  did  his  co-workers —  the  kid  hired 
straight  out  of  high  school  who  always  drummed  his 
fingers  on  the  lunchroom  table,  or  the  supervisor  who  had 
been  reduced  to  a  walking  skeleton —  Randy  was  sure 
they  shared  the  same  unfocused  anxiety  that  plagued  him. 

Randy  jerked,  startled.  It  took  him  a  moment  to 
realize  where  he  was.  It  was  increasingly  easy  for  him 
these  days  to  get  lost  in  his  thoughts.  The  approach  of  a 
couple  walking  their  dog  brought  him  back  to  reality.  He 
was  relieved  when  they  passed  him  without  acknowledg- 
ing his  presence.  The  man  talked  in  a  non-stop  stream 
while  the  wife  shuffled  along  next  to  him,  her  eyes  darting 
suspiciously  from  one  thing  to  another.  Her  gaze  lit  on 
Randy,  but  her  expression  remained  fixed,  suggesting 
that  she  never  even  saw  him. 

He  waited  a  long  time  after  the  couple  passed 
before  moving.  He  didn '  t  realize  how  cramped  his  muscles 
had  become.  His  head  rolled  back  and  his  eyes  focused  in 
the  distance,  following  multiple  trails  of  smoke  up  into  the 
sky. 

They  were  from  the  river  valley,  of  course.  The 
sprawling  manufacturer  covered  the  valley  floor  with  its 
geometric  maze  of  buildings  and  pavement.  Overrunning 
what  had  only  ten  years  before  been  an  undeveloped 
ribbon  of  land,  it  provided  much-needed  jobs  to  a  once 
impoverished  area.  Usually  Randy  was  grateful  to  have 
one  of  those  jobs. 

He  watched  the  columns  of  smoke  merge  and 
spread  into  a  thin,  grey  canopy  high  above  the  city.  Randy 
heard  somewhere  that  sunsets  wouldn't  be  as  striking  if 
there  were  no  pollution  in  the  air. 

A  new  irritation  attacked  Randy.  It  took  several 
minutes  for  him  to  realize  what  it  was.  The  late  afternoon 
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sun  was  reflecting  off  the  capitol  dome  on  the  other  side 
of  the  boulevard,  catching  the  corner  of  his  eye.  He  turned 
to  look  directly  at  the  spectacle,  even  knowing  it  would 
leave  him  temporarily  blinded  when  he  looked  away 
again.  From  the  park  where  Randy  sat,  it  looked  as  if  the 
dome  were  made  of  molten  metal.  The  shimmering  round 
roof  seemed  to  hover  on  heat  rays  above  the  building. 

Gazing  on  the  sight,  it  occurred  to  Randy  that  he 
had  spent  the  better  part  of  the  day  sitting  on  the  ball 
diamond.  He  must  have  left  work  sometime  in  the  morn- 
ing, but  he  couldn't  clearly  remember  why.  Again  he  felt 
the  anxiety  welling  up  inside  him,  and  again  he  thought  of 
his  wife.  Kathlene  was  always  able  to  reassure  him.  He  let 
her  tell  him  that  his  sleeplessness  and  stomach  problems 
were  caused  by  too  much  stress  at  work,  that  they  were 
temporary  conditions  and  would  go  away.  Then  he  would 
forget  where  he  left  the  car  keys,  or  leave  the  bills 
unmailed  on  the  table,  and  she  would  say  that  he  put  too 
much  pressure  on  himself.  Even  when  he  would  stare 
blankly  at  his  toothbrush,  unable  to  recall  its  purpose,  or 
when  he  left  the  house  in  the  morning  in  his  stocking  feet, 
she  wouldn't  let  him  worry.  She  could  always  think 
clearly.  She  was  immune  to  the  effects  of  the  nameless 
force  that  controlled  everyone  else. 

He  turned  away  from  the  capitol  dome  but  for 
many  minutes  was  unable  to  focus  his  eyes  in  the  fading 
light.  He  recalled  how,  when  they  first  arrived  in  Franklin 
Ridge,  Kathlene  had  been  fascinated  by  the  daily  occur- 
rence of  the  sunlight  on  the  dome.  One  of  their  first  walks 
took  them  to  see  it  up  close.  Hand  in  hand  they  set  out 
across  the  park,  never  taking  their  eyes  off  the  glimmering 
dome.  It  seemed  to  draw  them  to  it  by  means  of  its  glowing 
magnificence.  However,  as  they  neared,  they  saw  that  the 
symbol  of  their  new  life  wasn't  as  grand  as  it  seemed  from 
afar.  Standing  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of  the  building, 
they  could  see  that  the  dome  surface  was  marred  by  black 
streaks.  Water  marks  had  eaten  down  through  the  thin 
patina.  The  cheap  gold  paint  bubbled  and  peeled,  expos- 
ing a  dull  grey  underneath. 

That  discovery  had  had  an  effect  on  Randy.  It  was 
only  a  small  disappointment,  but  he  had  a  hard  time 
putting  it  out  of  his  mind.  Even  back  then  it  was  Kathlene 
who  reassured  him.  She  reminded  him  how  lucky  they 
were  that  he  was  able  to  get  in  at  the  factory  and  that  they 
were  able  to  afford  their  own  home.  And  when  his  skeletal 
supervisor  threw  herself  out  of  a  fifth  floor  window, 
Kathlene  reassured  him  of  how  fortunate  they  were  to 
have  only  minor  problems.  Randy  looked  down  at  the 
wedding  band  on  his  scarred  and  deformed  hands  that 
would  no  longer  heal.  What  would  he  do  without  Kathlene? 

He  pictured  her  in  his  mind.  He  would  try  to 


explain  his  day  to  her.  How  he  had  left  work  but  didn't 
know  why  or  what  he  did.  He  would  try  to  tell  her  about 
the  nervousness  that  sent  chills  up  his  spine.  Of  how  he 
couldn't  focus  or  remember  things.  And  then  he  knew  she 
would  make  a  little  fuss  about  how  he  worked  too  hard  and 
didn't  take  care  of  himself.  He  looked  forward  to  that.  She 
would  take  care  of  him  and  the  edginess  would  start  to 
subside.  She  would  encourage  him  to  sit  down  in  the 
recliner  and  put  his  feet  up.  Then  she  would  turn  on  the  old 
record  player  with  their  favorite  record  always  on  the 
turntable,  only  it  didn't  play  anymore.  But  it  didn't  matter 
to  Randy,  because  he  knew  Kathlene  knew  what  she  was 
doing.  Then  she  would  go  into  the  black  kitchen  and  finish 
what  she  was  doing  with  supper. 

Randy  rose  to  his  feet.  He  waited  for  the  stars 
swirling  in  front  of  his  eyes  to  fade  before  he  started  on  his 
way  home.  Behind  him  there  was  a  beautiful  sunset,  and 
the  paint  peeled  on  the  capitol  dome. 


Forever 

Gena  Ellerbracht 

Hold  my  hand  then  let  it  fall 
Away  you  walk  not  looking  back 
To  see  the  tears  in  my 
Eyes  as  you  leave  forever 
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Lessons  and  Goals 

Don  Schuldt 


Shades  of  Blue 

Mike  Ahlberg 

"i  think  i  am  in  love"  she 

said  "and  i  think  it  feels  so  good 

to  be  this  way"  she  said  "i  hope 

it  stays  like  this  forever"  and 

she  looked  up  "it  has  to 

be  you"  she  said  "the  way  i 

feel  when  you  hold  my  hand"  she 

said  "i  pray  that  you  stay  by  my 

side  forever"  and  a  solitary  tear 

rolled  down  her  cheek 


Music 

Sam  Wilson 

Music  is  abstract 

ideas 

Whole  notes, 

half  notes, 

Symphonies 

of  sound 

With  melody, 

and  rhythm 


become  concrete, 
on  small  oval  feet 
totally  replete 
that  underlying  beat 


Vast  wastelands  separate  the  oasis; 
Mile  after  mile  is  tread  upon  the  endless  sand. 
A  single  step  will  take  one  closer  to  the  goal, 
before  it. 

Looking  back  views  no  footprints 
of  the  way  traveled  here. 
But  yet  memories  lurk, 
and  lessons  well  learnt 
tread  softly  across  the  mind. 

To  stop  and  pause  is  but  an  eternity  in  itself. 
To  look  and  view  how  far  away  the  oasis  truly  is. 
But  to  continue  onward;  to  take  another  step 
would  be  a  vast  leap  in  itself. 

And  so  the  journey  is  continued... 

Even  though  the  oasis  is  beyond  the  horizon 

it  is  clearly  seen, 
as  another  step  treads  upon  the  soft  sand 

leading  toward  the  oasis 
the  oasis  which  is  so  far  away. 


Me,  I  Am 

Lori  Peeples 

Me,  I  am 

is  anything  wrong  with  that? 

I  grew  up  with  two  older  brothers 

and  know  nothing  but  sports 

When  it  comes  to  guys 

I  don't  know  how  to  act 

My  brothers  taught  me  to  talk  this  way 

and  act  that  way,  so  what  am  I  to  do? 

I  do  not  act  girlish 

but  I  know  nothing  else 

for  I  am  me 

and  me,  I  am 
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On  Letting  Go 

David  Weese 

Seems  just  yesterday 

You  were  learning  to  walk 
Today... 

The  training  wheels  come  off 

And  you 
Fly  away 

I  reach  to  "steady  you" 

*knew  you  didn't  need  it 
'guess  I'm  just  reaching 

'cause  I  want  the  time  back 

'cause  it's  hard  to  let  go 

The  time- 
slips  through  your  fingers 
...Melts  away 

Thank  God  for  the  pictures 

Such  a  precious  gift 
Yet  we  see  the  instance 
And  miss  the  moment 

We  fret  the  brush  strokes 
Never  seeing  the  masterpiece  unfolding 

Seize  the  time 

Drink  deeply  of  its  sweet  nectar 
Pour  yourself  into  their  springtime 
For  the  season  is  fleeting 


Madonna  at  the  Corner 
of  Austin  and  North 

Margaret  Carroll  Redmond 

She  has  been  there  since 
Noon  or  since 
Time  began, 

I  watch  her  dance  around 
The  sleeping  child,  while 
Inside  the  gray  laundro 
Mat  of  a  store 
Front  the  clothes 
Merge  -  hers,  the  baby's 
Whipping,  womb 
Cradled  by  the  worn 
Out  washing  machine, 
Beating  ratchety  sounds 
Like  a  battered  washboard 
Crying  "He  is  come." 

(He  is  a  manchild,  fine, 
Too,  even  with  no  man 
Pausing  to  notice 
Him) 

What  if  the  Christ 

Child  had  come 

This  way,  without  even 

A  stable,  sleeping  outside 

In  an  infant  seat  at 

Austin  and  North 

The  halo  marking 

Him  hidden 

By  the  sound  of  horns, 

And  blasts  of  music, 

Air  vents  of  laundro 

Mat  smoke  and  the  low 

Hum  of 

His  mother's 

Primordial 

Dance  distracting 

You  from  the  wise 

Men  (you  would  know  them 

anywhere  with  their  crowns 

and  strange  robe-like  garments) 

who  are,  by  now 

Dancing  up 

Austin  with 

A  blues  band,  frankincense, 

And  myrrh. 
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I  sit... 

Janine  Passehl 

I  sit  next  to  her  quietly,  my  head  propped 
upon  my  arm  which  rests  against  the  window,  while 
I  study  the  contents  in  the  pocket  of  the  seat  directly 
in  front  of  me.  Kleenex,  saltine  crackers,  and  road 
maps  of  states  that  none  of  us  has  ever  traveled  to  nor 
probably  ever  will. 

She  is  quiet  too,  and  I  steal  a  glance  at  her  as 
she  looks  out  her  window,  until  she  sees  my  gaze 
reflected  in  the  glass  and  turns  to  look  at  me.  With  a 
smile  that  strangely  saddens  me  she  asks,  "Are  you 
cold"  There's  a  draft  coming  through  your  door  and 
I  know  that  it  gets  chilly.  I  can  have  Grandpa  stop  the 
car  and  get  a  blanket  out  of  the  trunk.  Would  you  like 
me  to?" 

I  chuckle  to  myself,  thinking  of  all  the  times 
we  have  had  this  very  same  conversation  -  almost 
every  time  we  travel  together.  "No  Gran,  I'm  fine." 
But  she  reaches  over  anyway  and,  taking  the  sweater 
that  sits  on  the  seat  between  us,  she  lays  it  across  the 
front  of  me,  resting  it  on  my  shoulders  and  draping 
me  in  the  warmth  of  wool  and  thoughtfulness.  I  let 
her  because  it  makes  her  happy. 

Her  hand  grasps  mine  then  the  same  way  I 
used  to  clutch  hers  as  a  young  child  of  six.  "Gran,  take 
me  to  the  park,  will  ya?"  I  would  tug  at  her  as  she 
washed  dishes  at  the  kitchen  sink.  "Do  you  promise 
to  behave?"  she  would  ask,  and  I  would  reply,  "I  am 
bein'  Have,"  all  the  while  wondering  who  Have  was 
and  why  she  wanted  me  to  be  him.  I  would  then  sit  at 
the  kitchen  table  anxiously  as  my  grandmother's 
nimble  hands  braided  my  long  brown  hair  which 
hung  straight  down  my  back.  Then  we  would  clasp 
hands  and  walk  the  two  blocks  to  the  park  to  swing 
and  climb  the  jungle-gym  together. 

Hers  has  changed  now  from  a  strong,  confi- 
dent hand  to  a  fragile,  arthritic  one,  the  sight  of  which 
frightens  me.  I  can't  recall  ever  noticing  before  how 
thin  the  skin  that  covers  her  brittle  bones  has  grown, 
or  how  the  spots  of  age  have  stained  her  skin  the  color 
of  milk  chocolate.  Grandmother  had  always  been  the 
pillar  of  our  family,  holding  it  together  as  the  world 
around  us  seemed  to  crumble  due  to  divorce,  finan- 
cial troubles,  or  whatever  the  case  may  have  been. 
Her  strength  and  belief  in  God  had  always  carried  us 


through. 

And  here  I  sit,  holding  her  hand,  trying  to 
provide  her  with  the  comfort  that  for  22  years  she  has 
given  me.  Soon  we  will  reach  our  destination,  my 
new  home  in  another  city,  another  state.  I  won't  see 
her  as  often  as  I  like,  and  I  fear  that  we  may  never 
again  feel  the  closeness  that  we  do  at  this  very 
moment.  I  turn  to  her  to  express  my  love  and  con- 
cerns to  find  that  she  has  fallen  asleep.  Taking  the 
sweater  that  is  draped  across  my  shoulders,  I  reach 
over  and  lay  it  across  the  front  of  her,  then  turn  and 
gaze  out  my  window  at  the  passing  scenery. 


Grandmother 

Bob  Czernik 

She  sat  silently 
only  the  sounds 
of  life  around 
her, 

staring 

a  smile  crept  over  her  face 
at  peace  from  her  memories 
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Mary-Care 

Christian  Bernal 

Some  one  had  to  speak  it 
was  getting  old 
and  fat 

Mary  lays  on  paper  for  me 

It  was  a  real  one 
that  one 
kid,  believe  it 
was 
wrong 

Mary  makes  me  soft 

Saw  so  close,  in  close  quarters 
to  inhale  all 
green  gold 

Mary  keeps  one  warm 

Inside  was  even  colder 
from  the  world 
to  the  escape 

Mary  day  dreams  with  me 

Some  how  had  to  speak  it 
is  beauty 
on  the  rise 
beauty  on  the  rise 

Mary  dies  with  glee 
forme 

Some  how 

is 

beauty 

on  the  rise 

can't  forget  those  eyes 

I  despise 

on  the  rise 


Crushed 

Mike  Ahlberg 

Slowly  glance  up  heartless  to  the 

dark  beneath  your  eyes 
Wonder  why  you're  crying  when 

my  hands  crawl  up  your  thighs 
Giving  you  my  promise  but 

you  say  it's  only  lies 
When  they  find  your  body 

I'll  be  swatting  at  the  flies. 


Dr.  Scholls 

John  Stobort 

People  are  sometimes  so  nice 

That  I  implode, 

And  super-saturate  with  chagrin 

At  my  lack  of  grace, 

And  crystallize  to  talcum 

In  my  rush  to  embrace 

Anonymity, 

Which  is  comfortable, 

Like  old  shoes 

My  callousness  accepts. 


Bosnia 

Sean  T.  Clark 

Thistles  where  the  garden 

grew, 
Missies  where  the  children 

do. 
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"First  they  came..." 

Bob  Czernik 

"First  they  came  for  the  Jews,  and  I  didn't 
say  anything  because  I  wasn't  a  Jew.  Then  they 
came  for  the  Gypsies,  and  I  didn't  say  anything 
because  I  wasn't  a  Gypsy.  Then  they  came  for  me, 
and  there  was  no  one  left  to  fight."  Apathy.  Stand- 
ing by  and  not  helping  those  in  need.  Apathy  can 
lead  to  a  nation  of  clones,  to  the  denial  of  freedom, 
and  ultimately  death.  This  country  is  about  free- 
dom and  helping  those  in  need,  not  about  money 
and  not  caring  until  it  is  your  problem. 

As  a  country,  we  should  think  for  our- 
selves. By  being  apathetic,  we  allow  the  media  and 
the  government  to  control  our  minds.  By  not  vot- 
ing, we  allow  the  government  to  make  decisions 
we  may  not  like.  We  have  become  a  nation  of  idols, 
not  able  to  think  for  ourselves.  We  too  easily  accept 
the  mainstream  line  of  thinking,  even  if  we  don't 
agree  with  it.  By  being  apathetic,  we  have  turned 
control  of  our  minds  over  to  the  state. 

Apathy  leads  to  the  destruction  of  our  free- 
dom. We  sit  by  and  watch  rights  being  denied  and 
don't  do  anything  because  it's  not  us  being  hurt. 
But  it  is  us.  Us  as  a  nation.  Who  cares  if  the  police 
raid  Cabrini-Green?  It's  not  our  problem.  But  the 
residents  there  (black  and  poor)  are  Americans 
who  have  the  right  to  "be  free  from  unreasonable 
search  and  seizures."  Next  the  cops  will  be  raiding 
homes  in  suburbia  -  maybe  yours.  People  say  they 
would  give  up  their  rights  if  it  meant  being  secure. 
That's  apathy.  And  it  could  lead  to  a  police  state. 

Catherine  Genovese  was  a  victim  of  apa- 
thy. For  35  minutes,  a  man  assaulted  and  ulti- 
mately killed  her.  Thirty-eight  people  who 
witnessed  this  didn't  bother  to  help.  They  said 
they  were  afraid  to  help.  If  one  of  those  thirty-eight 
were  the  victim,  they  would  have  expected  help. 
Apathy  can  cause  death,  and  it  shouldn't. 

We  are  a  people  of  self-centered  ideals. 
This  apathy  is  un-American.  Question  authority, 
subvert  the  dominant  paradigm,  THINK!  Don't  sit 
idly  by  and  turn  into  a  television  tool,  a  slave  to  the 
state,  of  a  victim.  This  is  a  country  of  free  men  and 
women,  and  we  must  fight  to  stay  free.  Our  lives 
depend  on  it. 


Notations  at  a  Chicago  Cancer  Clinic 

Nancy  Lockhart 

You  might  mistake  them 
For  ordinary  travelers- 
Bus  depot  sodden 
Rumpled,  bundled  up, 
Burdened  down. 
Ladies  who  smell  of  powder 
A  young  one  among  them 
Far  too  thin 

Hung  down  men  who  seem 
Only  to  study  the  floor. 
And  those  who  cope  by 
Smiling  and  joking. 
And  there  sitting  on  one  foot 
An  Ellis  Island  woman 
Wearing  a  long  loose  housedress 
With  slacks  underneath. 
Yellow- white  braids  extend 
Beyond  her  babushka 
To  the  shoulders. 
She  moistens  the  tip  of 
Her  braids  to  keep  the  hair  from  unraveling. 
Are  they  all  just  like  her, 
These  stricken  sojourners, 
Trying,  too,  to  keep  from  unraveling 
People  with  bus  depot  faces, 
Women,  men,  held  together 
By  coatbuttons 
And  an  assortment  of 
Molecular  luggage 
Holding  the  wobbly  handles 
Of  hope. 

Separated  in  silent  lines 
Of  thought. 

Some  stare  at  a  too-loud  TV 
A  laugh  now  and  then 
Too  obvious. 
But  then  these  waiting 
Guests  are  tolerant  of  the  looks,  the  sounds, 
The  old  ones  who  snooze 
Tolerant  of  ail- 
But  the  unraveling. 
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Ignorance 

Paul  Vollmer 


Can  you  see  it  ? 

Our  colors  so  blunt 

our  origins  so  vast, 

the  hate  still  exists 

today's  not  much  different 

from  the  past, 

from  old  to  the  young 

passed  down  to  each  man, 

will  it  ever  be  cured? 

I  doubt  that  it  can, 

it  starts  with  one  voice 

that  reaches  the  next, 

learned  from  this  way  only 

not  taught  through  a  text, 

a  child  learns  from  society 

that  color  makes  a  difference, 

and  it's  because  of  this  hate 

that  gives  children  ignorance. 


Flirty  Fish:  Hookers  for  Jesus 

Janine  Passehl 

join  the  legion  of  love  - 

a  sexy  conversion  to  Christ. 

love  not  only  in  thoughts  but 

love  in  deed 

(indeed!) 

sharing  everything 

with  your  brothers. 

give  unto  those  who 

don't  get  any, 

gather  them  into  the  fold 

and  their  souls  shall  be  saved 

through  a  new  revolution; 

religious  prostitution. 

note:  in  certain  religious  cults,  women 
were  persuaded  to  prostitute  themselves 
in  order  to  recruit  new  members,  to 
please  their  leaders,  or  simply  to  express 
their  love  to  God.  These  women  were 
called  flirty  fish. 


The  Search 

Gena  Ellerbracht 

Beyond  the  reach  of  any  hand 

The  sight  of  any  eye 

Past  the  limit  of  imagination 
There  you  will  find 

A  splinter  of  life 

Or  a  shard  of  time 
Hidden  among  the  shadows 

Lies  the  spark  of  future's  past 

That  ignites  the  fire  that  is  the  mind 
As  the  pencil  creates 

So  does  it  destroy 

Line  upon  line  to  fill  the  void. 
The  abyss  of  purpose 

The  desire  for  reasons 

Both  know  no  end 
Yet  the  search  we  lead 

Never  ends  with  a  glance 

It  drives  us  to  keep  looking 

For  even  a  slight  chance 


Revenge 

Dan  Anderson 

Anger  flows  freely 

seemingly  unstoppable 

never  without  an  end. 
As  time  twirls 

as  constant  as  ever. 
Evil  seems  to  bend. 
The  normal  being 

without  a  clue 
His  darkside  is  revealed. 
Hatred  is  his  friend. 
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Spit 

Christian  Bernal 

Bosche  gremlins 
flies  and  gnats 
bounce  In  heat 
and  moth  shadows 

forward  fall 
towards  creeping 
grapes  of  marble 
ferment  in  pale  light 

Helped  against  a  truth 
heard  it  was  a  good  time 
sick  mess,  thick  guess 
of  chopped  matter 

real  moon  glazing 

call  rain  a  Winger  of  color 

coming  eoon 

the  voice  took  the  cause 

of  signs 


.still. 


.death. 


Silence 

Don  Schuldt 

quietness... 
...nothing... 
.oblivion... 

.emptiness... 

...utterly  void... 

...everlasting. 

...sullenness... 
.over-powering... 


Gibbering  Lunacies 

Janine  Passehl 


Taken 

Mike  Ahlberg 

by  me 
for  me 
to  me 
with  me 
from  me 
because  of  me 
you  sinned 


gibbering  lunacies 
lurch  forward 
grasping  my  mind 
and  thoughts 
hurtling  through  space 
perversely  and 
coming  to  rest  upon 
his  lips. 

the  transition  complete, 
transference  replete, 
he  and  i  are  one 
in  madness 
gibbering  lunacies 
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Mountain  Man 

David  Weese 

4000  foot  climb 
Up,  around  and  back  down 
The  climbers  usually  take  this  one 
Thaf  s  how  LaFontiane  won  it  last  year 
-just  out-climbed  everybody, 
held  good  momentum  around  the  top, 
then  coasted  away  with  it 

That  was  last  year, 
I  was  hurt. 

Climbed  with  him  OK 
...well  OK,  I  chased  him 
...for  the  first  half. 
Then  the  leg  just  quit  on  me. 
But  I  watched  him  comin'  down. 
He  likes  a  good  firm  tire. 
-  great  up  the  hill 
But  downhill 
it  didn't  hold  him. 

Couldn't  get  a  good  line  in  the  corners 
hit  the  apex  way  too  high. 

I  watched...  I  remember. 

Fm  gonna  run  gumwalls 
-new  kind  of  herringbone  tread. 
Great  in  the  corners 
lousy  up  the  hill. 
He  goes  for  uphill  gears. 
I'm  gonna  gear  for  the  flat  stuff  up  top. 

You  hear  the  gun 

and  it's  almost  like  you're  dreamin'. 
The  reality  of  what  you're  doing  hits  ya 

but  it  doesn't. 
Ya  can't  think  about  it 

Ya  just  gotta  do  it. 

His  teammate  is  playing  the  rabbit. 
Don't  chase  him 

he's  bait 

hell  fade 

Stay  with  your  man. 

Make  him  remember  last  year. 

Lay  up  behind  the  boy 

...let  him  hear  ya 

Don't  let  him  get  away. 

Yeah!  right! 
Let's  try  keeping  him  in  sight. 

We're  out  of  the  foothills  now 
really  climbing  now. 
Can't  get  frazzled 
My  turn's  comin'. 
Hell  be  fast  at  the  top. 
But  if  you  take  a  run  at  him 
Hell  sprint  to  the  downhill 
Then  coast  away. 


OK,  well  play  it  his  way. 
Gonna  push  him  up  top. 
Tight  corners  up  there 

but  it's  pretty  flat. 
Gotta  reel  him  in  there 

then  dog  'im  down  the  hill. 

Gotta  be  patient 

-wait  till  he  makes  a  mistake  ... 

Then  burn  him. 

Didn't  really  catch  him  till  the  downhill 
But  once  we  were  rolling 

I  could  see  it. 
He  couldn't  really  lean  into  the  corners 

tread  wasn't  biting 

-sidewalls  too  rigid. 

Lay  in  behind  him 
Pick  good  lines 
He  can't  see  you  braking 
Stay  behind  him 
-Play  possum 

Take  a  couple  of  runs  at  him 
But  don't  pass  him 
Can't  show  him  everything...yet. 

But  then  he  did  it. 

-Must  have  forgotten  this  part  of  the  course 

This  was  a  lazy  ... 

into  a  hard  left-hand  horseshoe. 

Took  the  S  all  wrong 

Put  him  into  the  horseshoe... 

low,  and  way  too  hot. 

I  saw  him  go  for  the  binders 

and  start  to  slide  up  outside 

Bobbling  it.. 
I  let  him  slide  up  in  front  of  me 
Stayed  high  as  long  as  I  could... 
-Leaned  into  it 

-kicked  hard 
And  hammered  it  down  underneath  him. 

Got  a  great  line. 

Set  myself  up  perfectly. 
Beat  him  to  the  apex 

and  as  soon  as  I  felt  her  start  to  recover 

I  hammered  it  again. 

Had  four  lengths  on  him  before  I  knew  it. 

Now  I  could  pick  MY  lines. 
Just  keep  'em  smooth  and  direct 
Push  the  tires 

How  far  can  I  lean  'em 

before  they  let  loose. 
Keep  your  head  low 
Tune  in  to  the  balance 
Feel  the  G's 
Make  'em  work  for  ya 
Look  straight  ahead 
'n'  let  it  all  hang  out. 


Wordeater  86  -  22 


Ah.,  but  the  lady 

has  one  more  present. 
They  call  her  "The  Cyclone." 
220  degrees  to  the  left 

Falls  6  feet  every  25. 
Lots  of  wind  thru  there. 

Blows  alot  of  sand  and  junk  on  the  track. 

-Had  to  hit  it  right. 

It  was  only  500  yards  to  the  finish. 

OK,  OK,  here  we  go! 

Watch  the  wind. 
Whew,  pretty  gusty  thru  here 

Back  off  a  little 

ya  can't  see  the  apex  yet 

might  be  nothing  but  marbles 
But  hang  in... 
high  and  hard. 

'Can  see  the  apex  now 

Tittle  sand  way  down  low 
Recovery  area 

not  so  good 
Dive  in  hard 

little  back  brake  right  before  the  apex 
Stay  a  little  high  -  out  of  the  sand 
OK,  you're  in  and  thru 

LOOKOUT! 
Whew,  that  was  close 
More  sand  here  than  I  thought 
Front  tire  started  sliding  out 
OK,  you  got  it  back 
Now  get  your  line  back. 

Track  looks  better  now 
Feel  the  G's  start  pushing  ya  out 
Lean  in  a  little  more 
and  pour  on  the  coal 
Tread  don't  fail  me  now. 

I  can  see  the  finish  now 

and  I  think  I  can  hear  him  behind  me. 
Don't  look  back 

Just  drive  it  home. 

My  thighs  are  screaming 

Lungs  are  burning 
Yeah,  and  the  leg 

She  let  go  a  mile  back. 

But  last  year 
was  last  year 
This  year... 
This  puppy's... 
gonna  be  all  mine 
This  year... 
I  will  be... 
The  Mountain  Man 


Bears 

Judy  Bond 

Long  time  ago  in  the  wood 

three  big  things  live 

fatly  for  springtime 

waiting  for  walktrots  as  family 

together  tippling  with  baskets 

of  floret  sparkles 

in  the  dewy  sunshine,  cha-la. 

They  skippering  cheerfully 

as  twittering  birds, 

stooping  to  pluck  raindrops 

from  the  waterfall 

chippering  to  each  other 

all  the  colors  of  Crayola. 

The  big  things 

the  daylong 

bubblepipe  smiles 

as  loud  as  smoke  signals 

saying  the  world  how  happy 

they  be 

in  the  springtime 

if  it  ever  comes. 


In  That  Weather,  Like  a  Coat 

Bill  Yarrow 

Fathers  are  hard  to  lose,  they  persist. 
They  endure,  like  the  ardor  of  a  wish 
or  the  idea  of  the  pure.  Lifted  once 
above  their  heads,  we  now  carry  them 
remembering  when  they  deciphered  the 
world,  when  they  were  oracles  until  they 
went  silent,  forsaking  miracles.  Where 
are  they?  Not  lost,  but  hard  to  garner 
for  ballast,  harder  to  address  shame  to. 
My  shame  is  not  your  death  but  your  dying 
in  my  mind  and  my  living  in  this  heart  which 
gives  no  heat.  In  that  weather,  like  a  coat, 
I  gather  you  for  warmth  for  all  I'm  worth. 
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Saturday  Night 

Nancy  Lockhart 

The  moon  was  tucked  away 
In  the  pocket  of  a  cloud, 
While  generous  winds  fanned 
The  collar  of  her  raincoat. 
The  street  light  seemed  harsh 
With  its  hissing,  rhythmic  spurts 
As  it  glared  at  the  crumpled  leaves 
Which  tossed  about  the  woman's 
Thick  ankles. 

Forty- five  minutes  of  looking 
Up  and  down  the  street  and  thinking 
"He'll  be  here  anytime  now" 
Left  her  beauty-parlor  hair-do 
Limp,  her  Chanel  No.  5  all  but 
Faded. 

She  stopped  checking  her  watch 
About  then, 

But  no  one  knows  how  long 
She  made  a  game  of 
Counting  cars 
Before  heading  home- 
Alone. 


Somber  Reoccurrences 

Dan  Anderson 

Somber  reoccurrences 

ambiguous  understndings 

lonely  will  I  forever  be 
indulge  myself  in  useless 

romancings 

altruistic  pain 

"want,"  deceased  in  a  maze 
a  labyrinth,  elaborate, 
no  escape  from  my  insane 
daze 

I  push... 

I  pull... 

I  hate... 

I  love... 
Confusion  is  my  art  form, 
I  shall  never  meet  the  norm. 

I  am  unknown! 


Blue  Eyes... 

Bob  Czernik 

blue  eyes  shine  brightly, 
the  sun  hung  low  overhead, 
I  kissed  her  goodnight. 


Pressed  Flowers 

Janine  Passehl 

between  the  pages  of  a 
photo  album  they  lie 
lack-luster  and  flaking 
crumbling  and  dry 
beside  pictures  of  us 
from  happier  times; 
leaving  a  stain  upon 
your  image 
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The  Column  and  the  Ivy 

David  Weese 

I  am  the  column 

My  form  speaks  of  continuity 

My  presence  speaks  of  strength 

My  look  speaks  of  everlastings 

Lean  on  me 

For  my  one  desire 

is  to  stand 

for  you 

I  am  the  ivy 
I  am  that  special  touch 
that  simple  beauty 
Clothing  long,  hard  lines 
With  soft,  gentle  curves 

Winding  embraces  of  forever 
Adorning  strength 
With  completeness 

in  fresh  spring  green 
My  gentle  magic 
Speaks  of  everlastings 


Intrigue 

Judy  Bond 

I  am  bewildered  by  the  importance 

of  secret  knowledge 

he  reads  in  my  eyes 

but  will  not  speak. 

We  face  each  other 

knowing  a  thing  perfectly  profound 

but  forbidden  expression. 

I  know  what  bullfrogs  feel 

in  their  throats; 

I  know  intensely  mute  sadness 

and  maniacal  soundless  joy; 

I  know  the  meaning  of  exquisite. 

He  knows  I  know  these  things; 

we  know  them  together 

in  a  trandescent  thought 

which  would  destroy  us 

in  a  swift  sudden  moment 

with  the  utterance  of  a  word. 

But... 


Stopist 

Christian  Bernal 

Eyes  keep  closing 

tombs 

graveyard  past 

on  the  grass 

call:        here  we  walk  again 
in 

gardens 
made  of  stone 
death  itself 
resides  here 
makes 
the  grass 
here 
grow 

Yearling  black 

the  confusing  treachery 

of  birth 

legless  spasms 
cramped  into  lonely  highs 
islands  seem 
further 


She  Slew... 

Bob  Czernik 

She  slew 
her  monkey. 
He  returned 
to  hurt  her. 
She  cut  her 
arm. 
Bled  to  cleanse 
and  lose  the  monkey. 
He  tricked  her. 
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The  Unknown  Man 

Bob  Czernik 


Blud  Pudl 

Christian  Bernal 

closing  to  violet 

it  will  cover  them 

empowering 

heated 

and 

lustful 

these  masses  move 

in 

rhythmic  red 

ecstasy 

dripping 

feeling 

feeling 

themselves 

full 

black  background 

that  slippery  sound 

scraping 

shaving 

touching  like 

the  butcher 

skin  slides 

in  wet  exhaustion 

melting 

like  crimson  candles 

passion  castles 

crumble 

to  once  again 

be  life 


The  unknown  man 
died  today 

12:07  PM  to  be  exact. 

His  tired  body 
was  found 
in  an  alley. 

His  only  possessions 
were  a  coat, 

some  socks, 
an  old  suitcase, 
and  a  dream. 

His  dream  to 
smile  and  to 
have  a  warm  place  to  sleep. 

He  left  behind 

an  unknown  family 

(they  don't  know) 

He  was  buried 

in  an  unmarked  grave. 

The  man  was  26. 


Jap.  Haiku  1 

Mike  Ahlberg 

The  nasty  sunshine 

Beating  upon  your  strapless 

Shoulders  glowing  red 


Wordeater  86  -  26 


Him 

John  Stobart 

Even  on  his  knees  the  priest  was  impressive. 
Completing  the  sign  of  the  cross  with  the  speed  of  habit, 
he  suddenly  bobbed  up,  the  candle  light  flashing  from 
silvered  hair  peeking  beneath  his  black  biretta.  He  hovered 
forward  his  full  six  feet  two,  blessing  Grandpa.  Then  he 
stepped  forward  into  the  muted  sunlight  that  filtered 
through  the  yellowing  plastic  curtain  on  the  lone  window 
of  the  parlor.  Specks  of  dust  floated  slowly  along  the  beam 
of  sunlight  penetrating  the  gloom.  The  weathered  floor 
boards  buckled  when  he  shifted  his  weight. 

Somewhere  in  his  spine  the  priest  sensed  many 
similar  rooms.  His  knees  had  grown  calloused  from  rough 
flooring  on  a  farm  in  Poland  over  sixty  years  earlier.  His 
hulking  body  stiffened  in  spasms  as  this  imprint  charged 
through  his  system  and  finally  lodged  in  his  face,  a  fierce, 
electric  tension  smoothing  out  his  wrinkles  and  sinking 
his  eyes  deep  in  their  sockets. 

A  quivering  shadow  mimed  his  gestures  on  the 
wall  behind  the  casket,  twin  arms  and  hands  raised  in 
benediction.  Suddenly  he  had  to  finish  with  this.  His  joy 
in  the  ritual  abruptly  reversed  as  he  coughed  and  hacked 
to  clear  his  throat.  Driving  the  five  miles  of  dusty  roads 
back  through  the  deserted  coal  fields  would  drain  his  last 
strength.  Only  the  memory  of  the  cathedral  could  inspire 
him  to  reach  the  resonant  intonation  he  affected  when  he 
resumed  canting:  "Benedictus.  qui  venu  in  nomi--" 

But  Eddy  was  whispering  beneath  the  incantation, 
"I  tell  you  he  blinked.  Grandpa  blinked  off  that  there  silver 
dollar  soon  as  Father  put  it  on  his  eye  the  second  time.  I 
heard  it  hit  the  box." 

"Shh!" 

The  priest  paused.  Something  made  him  shiver. 
He  paused  for  silence  before  beginning  the  benediction 
again,  but  a  rising  mumble  of  voices  stilled  him.  Grandma 
crept  forward  a  few  feet  and  looked  down  at  the  body, 
straining  her  neck  taut  trying  to  see  through  the  late 
afternoon  gloom.  His  casket  had  been  placed  on  a  rough 
blanket  draped  over  the  parlor  table  in  the  center  of  the 
room.  An  odor  of  sawdust  clung  to  the  box  in  spite  of  the 
sheet  covering  the  freshly-hewn  pine.  The  old  woman 
turned  from  the  corpse  and  beckoned  Uncle  Pete.  The  rest 
of  us  followed  him  and  formed  a  semi-circle  around  the 
casket  as  he  rummaged  for  a  match,  popped  it  alight  with 
his  thumbnail,  and  leaned  forward  to  look  in  the  casket. 

The  priest  resumed  his  chant,  eyes  closed  and 
head  tilted  back  as  everyone  else  stared  down  into  the 
flickering  shadows.  Only  Eddy  had  watched  the  priest 
prepare  the  body  earlier.  Now  all  stared  hard  as  the  match 


light  reflected  back  from  the  fury  of  a  lone  eye. 

For  full  five  years  more  this  jellied  eye  would 
swim  from  dawn  to  dusk,  struggling  toward  the  slightest 
light.  The  coma  had  left  him  paralyzed  and  mute.  The 
family,  separately  at  first  then  later  together—out  loud- 
often  wished  no  one  had  heard  that  coin  ring  in  the  birth 
of  this  eye. 

Only  five  years  old,  I  was  scared.  I  had  never  been 
to  the  farm  before,  or  lived  without  electric  lights  in  the 
dark  or  seen  a  priest  outside  of  church.  Of  course,  I  would 
never  again  see  a  dead  man  come  to  life.  Looking  back 
through  the  rear  window  of  the  Ford  Coupe  as  we  drove 
home,  I  could  see  the  silhouette  of  the  twin-towered 
cathedral  for  a  long  time.  My  father,  also  an  outsider  in 
this  strange  land  of  Mother' s,  was  talking  about  the  priest. 

"I  been  telling  you  for  years  that  old  bummer's 
just  plain  miserable.  Jesus,  what  a  dumb  Polack.  Just 
miserable.  How  miserable  can  you  get?  I  thought  you  was 
all  gonna  get  embalmed  after  what  happened  to  Lilly." 

"Now,  Charles,  you  know  that  couldn't  of  been 
helped.  Besides,  Father  Wyroslyski  says  it's  murder.  He 
says  it's  just  the  bureaucrats  messing  in  his  business,  and 
any...." 

"Well,  someone  sure  as  hell  oughta  make  that  old 
man  stay  at  home.  He's  a  miserable  menace  on  wheels  that 
man  is.  Pete  said  he  hardly  left  a  tree  standing  when  he  was 
collecting  the  loot  for  the  church.  And  that  was  twenty- 
five  years  ago.  He  was  blind  even  then,  and  he  still  won't 
wear  no  glasses  when  he  drives." 

"Listen,  Mr.  Smartass,  this  ain't  no  time  to  talk 
about  it.  Little  pitchers  got  bit  ears.  Anyway,  Father 
Wyroslyski 's  a  sad  story.  You  know  they  give  his  cathedral 
to  that  Father  Bemus  who  come  after  all  the  building  was 
done.  Why  he...." 

"Who's  Lilly,  Mommy?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  somebody  who  used  to  live  at  the  farm 
before  you  were  born.  She  died,  let's  see,  it  must  of  been 
in  '28~uh,  it  was  thirteen  years  ago.  Jeez,  I  hadn't  thought 
of  that.  Well,  anyway,  she  was  my  twin.  You  know  she 
was  born  the  same  time  I  was." 

"Do  I  have  a  twin  somewhere  on  the  farm, 
Mommy?  Is  LillyAnn  my  twin?" 

"No,  of  course  not,  Miss  Nosy.  You  don't  have  a 
twin.  I  had  one  though,  and  her  name  was  Lillian  but  she 
died." 

Several  times  in  the  following  months  I  heard 
them  talking  about  Lilly,  but  they  always  changed  the 
subject  when  I  asked  questions.  Soon,  though,  Daddy  left 
to  cross  the  ocean  and  fight  some  little,  slant-eyed  monkeys 
called  Japs.  Mother  kept  getting  letters  from  the  farm 
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asking  her  to  come  home  and  help  them  now  that  Daddy 
had  left  St  Louis.  Mother  and  I  were  all  alone,  and  she  told 
me  about  Lilly. 

The  farm  was  connected  to  the  nearest  town  by 
roads  that  Daddy  called  washer  boards.  In  bad  weather,  no 
one  came  in  or  went  out.  Nobody  much  did  anyway  but  the 
old  priest  By  1941,  the  farm  was  very  old  and  broken 
down.  Everything  on  it  or  in  it  was  either  an  antique, 
homemade,  or  castoff  from  one  of  the  decades  of  children 
returning  to  visit  Most  of  the  furniture  was  old  and  oak. 
It  ran  to  buffets  with  claw-like  legs  and  gloomy  benches 
with  high,  carved  backs.  The  only  sure  sign  of  the  twentieth 
century  was  a  crank-type  telephone  on  the  wall  next  to  the 
doorway  in  the  parlor. 

In  1928,  Lilly  had  been  sold  to  an  old  man  for  a 
Jersey  cow.  It  turned  out  that  the  old  man  had  snuck  into 
the  barn  and  led  her  home.  He  said  the  family  had  cheated 
him.  Lilly  had  died  on  him.  Anyway,  Father  Wyroslyski 
buried  her.  The  same  night  a  young  couple  parking  in  the 
moonlight  heard  something  scratching  and  banging  near 
the  fresh-turned  grave.  They  found  a  beagle  pup 
whimpering  and  digging  away  at  the  fresh  grave.  When 
they  pulled  the  pup  away,  the  noises  didn't  stop.  The  two 
ran  to  the  nearest  farm,  roused  the  owner  and  came  back 
with  shovels.  The  adult  cupped  his  palm  over  one  ear  and 
listened  for  a  minute,  then  began  digging.  The  boy  helped. 
When  they  opened  the  casket,  they  were  sick.  Lilly  looked 
as  if  she'd  been  scalped  by  adrunken  Indian.  She'd  bitten 
through  her  lips  and  clawed  her  fingers  into  stubs. 

Much  of  this  I  didn't  understand.  Mother  talked 
about  it  only  in  spurts,  trying  to  explain  why  she  didn't 
want  to  go  back  to  the  farm.  Mother  had  been  married  to 
a  Singer  Sewing  Man  when  she  was  thirteen,  but  she 
didn't  like  him  and  came  to  St.  Louis  to  work  in  a  factory. 
Much  of  Lilly 's  story  came  out  one  night  when  I  overheard 
her  talking  to  Uncle  John,  who  worked  on  the  assembly 
line  at  McDonnell  Aircraft.  They  talked  about  Lilly  a 
little,  but  mostly  about  Him.  Her  mother  suspected  that 
Him  was  using  Grandpa's  eye.  Uncle  John  said  Him  had 
been  at  the  farm  long  before  Lilly's  death,  and  that  Him 
had  usually  come  into  the  garden  behind  the  house  at 
dusk.  Uncle  John  said  it  wasn't  Lilly  looking  for  vengeance 
through  that  eye. 

I  dreamed  about  the  farm  that  night  and  ran  into 
mother's  room  whimpering  about  being  afraid  of  the  dark. 
She  took  me  firmly  in  hand  and  led  me  back  to  bed  saying, 
"Only  babies  are  afraid  of  the  dark.  There's  no  such  thing 
as  ghosts.  Now  say  your  prayers  and  go  to  sleep!" 

Mother  was  so  brave.  She  wasn't  frightened  of 
police  dogs  or  rats  or  the  fuzzy-faced  men  who  stopped  us 
and  asked  us  for  dimes  on  the  street.  Most  impressive  of 


all,  though,  was  the  crickets.  She  just  ignored  them. 
Whether  they  chirped  or  not  didn't  bother  her  at  all.  I 
began  to  look  at  a  lot  of  comic  books  about  then.  Daddy 
had  enjoyed  reading  them  to  me  before  he  left.  I  especially 
liked  Pinnochio  and  his  little  friend,  Jiminy  Cricket,  who 
always  helped  him  out,  just  like  the  crickets  did  in  the 
mummy  pictures-they  always  stopped  their  chorus  when 
the  mummy  was  near  as  a  warning.  Mother  wanted  to 
sleep  alone  even  when  the  moon  was  full  and  threw 
strange  shadows  through  the  windows.  The  dark  seemed 
so  cold  and  long  and  hard.  I  learned  to  rely  on  my  beads, 
"Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with  thee;  Blessed 
art  thou  among  women,  and  Blessed  is  the  fruit  of  thy 
womb,  Jesus.  Holy  Mary,  mother  of  God,  pray  for  us 
sinners,  now  and  at  the  hour  of  our  death.  Amen." 

Mother  took  me  to  the  movies  early  in  the  evening 
a  lot  after  we  were  alone.  Sometimes  we  even  went  to  two 
shows  in  one  night.  We  would  ride  the  streetcar  down 
Broadway,  past  the  huge,  old  government  buildings  on 
Market  Street  where  the  slaves  were  once  sold,  and 
transferred  up  to  the  theater  district  on  Grand  Boulevard. 
These  buildings  were  a  few  blocks  down  from  the  huge, 
spidery  cathedral  of  St.  Louis.  The  street  was  at  the  top  of 
a  mile-long  hill  looking  off  to  the  Mississippi  on  the  East 
and  Kings  Highway  on  the  West  The  theaters  were 
another  world,  carpets  sweeping  up  winding  staircases, 
by  marble  gargoyles,  and  into  gilded  alcoves.  Atnight,  the 
marquees  blinked  pink  and  chartreuse  promises  of  celluloid 
terror  cross  the  heavens.  Mother  mostly  took  me  to  War 
Movies  or  Horror  Shows.  We  saw  Phantom  of  the  Opera 
and  Dorian  Gray,  and  followed  Frankenstein,  Dracula, 
the  Wolfman,  and  the  Mummy  through  all  their  episodes. 
Mother  really  loved  these  films.  She  loved  to  cringe  down 
in  her  seat  and  scream  through  the  delicious  terror  of 
seeing  cupie-doll  blonds  about  to  be  attacked  by  stiff- 
limbed  mummies  or  black-caped  vampires. 

When  I  was  nine,  Daddy  returned  from  the  wars. 
He  was  very  nervous,  though.  And  sometimes  got  a  shiny 
look  in  his  eyes  which  reminded  me  of  grandfather.  I  was 
afraid  of  him  for  a  while,  but  he  took  me  to  watch  the  sea 
elephants  at  the  zoo  and  walking  in  the  park  and  even 
fishing  in  the  Mississippi  River  by  Chain  of  Rocks  Bridge 
one  day.  I  missed  the  movies  for  a  while  but  soon  grew 
used  to  having  big  suppers  and  doing  different  things.  I 
was  very  happy  that  Daddy  was  in  the  house  when  it  was 
dark  and  the  crickets  sang.  I  told  him  about  them,  but  he 
laughed  and  said  it  was  all  a  lot  of  miserable  superstition. 

He  didn't  laugh,  though,  when  Mother  talked 
about  Him  as  she  often  did  when  the  farm  came  up  in 
discussion  at  supper.  They  both  were  embarrassed  about 
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me  listening.  I  noticed  they  tried  to  talk  so  I  couldn't 
understand.  Whenever  I  questioned,  they  distracted  me, 
never  once  actually  rejecting  me  but  somehow  managing 
to  make  me  forget  what  I  asked. 

One  night  the  telephone  rang  when  I  was  in  bed 
saying  my  Hail  Mary  loud  enough  to  drown  out  the 
crickets  chirping  outside  the  window.  I  hated  hearing 
them  worse  than  anything.  I  was  always  afraid  they  would 
stop.  Then  the  mummy  was  near.  I  wasn't  sure  she  heard 
the  telephone  ring,  until  I  heard  Mother  talking  Polish. 
Grandpa  had  died  again. 

Four  years  had  passed  since  I  had  last  seen  the 
priest  bobbing  about  the  room,  but  he  was  little  changed. 
Nothing  upset  the  ceremony  this  time.  The  priest  seemed 
suspicious,  but  everyone  swore  Grandpa  had  died  natural. 
He  left  the  house  in  a  hurry,  backed  into  a  tree,  and  drove 
an  unswerving  route  back  to  the  cathedral. 

At  dusk  I  was  playing  with  my  two  cousins  who 
lived  at  the  farm.  They  were  looking  at  an  old  Sears 
Roebuck  Catalogue  by  candlelight,  a  game  that  12  year 
old  Eddy  hated.  The  phone  rang,  but  it  wasn't  their  ring. 
Anyway  Eddy  lifted  the  receiver  and  listened. 

Marcie,  his  sister  and  eight  like  me,  shouted  at 
him.  "Eddy,  put  that  thing  down.  Him  '11  come.  You  know 
it  Him  always  does  when  the  phone  rings,  unless  you  put 
it  down  quick."  She  said  this  half  to  Eddy,  half  to  me.  Eddy 
just  smiled  and  said,  "Let  Him  come.  I  don't  care  a  bit.  I'm 
not  afraid." 

Marcie  grabbed  his  arm  but  he  shoved  her  against 
the  wall.  At  the  same  instant,  the  door  across  the  room 
from  her  smashed  open. 

"I  told  you  Him  would.  I  told  you,  didn't  I?  Why 
won't  you  listen?  You,  you  nasty!"  Marcie  was  mad  but 
Eddie  just  grinned  at  us.  Soon  she  quieted  down  though, 
rifling  through  the  catalogue  to  a  favorite  page  and  saying 
calmly,  "I'll  take  this  rosary,"  pointing  to  a  pink  and  green 
string  on  the  page. 

I  saw  that  the  eyelet  catch  on  the  door  leading  to 
the  cellar  had  been  ripped  from  the  woodwork  by  its  hook 
when  the  door  flew  open.  Marcie  saw  me  look  and  calmly 
told  me  Him  had  gone  now.  She  took  the  same  matter-of- 
fact  tone  that  Mother  and  Dad  used  when  talking  about 
Him  and  soon  managed  to  change  the  subject.  I  was  afraid 
to  bring  Him  up  again.  "If  you  act  like  you  didn't  see 
anything,  maybe  it'll  go  away,"  I  said  to  myself  and  self- 
consciously started  mumblingmy  prayer.  Soon  I  managed 
so  that  only  flickers  of  fear  ran  over  my  skin  off  and  on. 

I  am  32  now.  An  honor  student  at  college,  I 
traveled  around  a  lot  and  left  the  church  both  physically 


and  spiritually.  I  now  have  a  ten  year  old  girl  of  my  own. 
Hundreds  of  miles  from  the  anachronistic  old  cathedral 
looking  down  on  the  deserted  coal  mines  and  exhausted 
farm  where  I  now  sometimes  think— maybe— I  saw  a 
ghost.  I  mostly  shrug  off  this  experience  entirely  or  laugh 
at  myself  for  being  so  silly.  But  a  sudden  draft  of  cold  air 
at  night  sometimes  startles  me  completely  awake.  Just 
seeing  the  titles  of  old  movies  in  TV  Guide  triggers  a 
montage  of  dreams:  the  silver-haired  priest,  grandpa's 
eyes,  Lilly's  scalping,  my  father's  shell-shocked  tremors, 
and  even  Sears  Roebuck  Catalogues.  Every  summer  when 
I  hear  the  crickets,  I  find  myself  thinking  in  the  same 
pleading  voice  from  childhood,  "Hail  Mary,  full  of 
grace.. .pray  for  us  sinners  now  and  at  the  hour  of  our 
death." 


To  Abstraction 

Judy  Bond 

Too  many  thitiks 
crowd  my  contemplates 

50  loaded  over 
my  head-holder  trembles. 
A  deadly  cumbersome-stroslty  this, 
my  silent  bellower  roars: 
creates  the  dm  to  pen-scratch 
as  my  fingers  scalp-scratch 
wondermeant. 
defuddledly,  I  gaze  agape 
like  some  slobbering  happy 
brain-bereft  impossibility. 
I  consult  my  consideration 
in  the  third-person  singular  - 

she  suggests  I  make  do  without  her. 
I  slink  away  all 
transparently  bemused 
recognizing  the  preposterity 
of  afterthought. 
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Final 

Bob  Czernik 


I  dreamt  of  a  cross. 
A  man  on  it  had 

Fire 
In  his  eyes. 
I  saw  his 

Rage 
in  those  flames. 
He  seemed  to 
be  weeping 
joyously  at 
that  rage. 
Jesus  Christ 
on  ecstasy 
saw  his  rage 
burn  into 

Love 


Scraininklogoal  Dumbiest 

Christian  Bernal 

Spoke  of  dismembered 

quotes 

from 

december 

requesting  trance 
nuns  of  the  sky 
escaping  glances 
now  ruin  describe 


Sally  Ripcord 

Mike  Ahlberg 

Slam  the  wafers  down  her  throat 

the  Catholic  hope  and  Pope 

these  rags  are  riches  - 

Sally  on  the  altar, 

Sally  your  guitar  please  - 
violent  chords, 
crashing  flats  and  sharps  - 
and  songs  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi; 

quite  a  spectacle  - 

outside  the  snow  falling, 
masking  our  priest's  coldness 

(by  the  time  we  get  out  to  2  inches-) 
while  Sally  Ripcord,  dear  girl, 
is  hearing  the  long  shrieks  of  happy  kids 
with  snow  in  their  teeth  and  tongues 
and  mittens  pushing  out  of  jacket  pockets, 

unworn  to  be  cool, 
being  joyous  just  for  Sally  to  hear, 

young  girl,  talented  in  many  ways, 
boating  accident  survivor, 
in  her  wheelchair  at  mass. 


hovel  watch 
paw  print  squeal 
impact  of  silence 
deserter  noises 

take  a  walk  around  the  block,  willya 

white  wood  smoke 
talks  without  sex 
pervert  the  humble  of 
which  it  protects 

Dismember 
Speak  of 
dolmen  paupers 
deceit  mare 
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Whiteout 

Margaret  Carroll  Redmond 


(New  snow  makes  a  path 
Through  the  trackless 
Wilderness  of  my  brain 
To  drifts  of  white 
Memories,  rafter 
High. . . ) 


I 


My  face  pressed 
Against  the  glass, 
I  watch  a  foot 
Of  snow  erase  the  only 
World  I  know. 

Magic  carries  my  Daddy  home 
In  a  Packard  of  ghost- 
Mobile,  carries 
Him  in,  with  long 
Black  overcoat  damp 
With  strange  dew. 
He  swings  me  up 
And  around,  saying, 
"It's  snowing,  Baby  Girl!" 
I  touch  the  frost 
On  my  Daddy's  coat, 
"Snow,"  he  says. 

II 
I  am  flying, 
Wonder  child  on  a  sled 
Train,  five  sleds  deep. 
The  streets  are  roped  off, 
The  world  is  sled- 
Wonderful.  I  spend 
A  winterhood  of  white 
Long-agos  as  a  snow 
Princess,  proud 
That  my  Daddy  has  enough 
Child  left  to  make  the 
Longest  sled-train 
In  history. 

Ill 
We  are  a  celebration 
Of  white  on  white 
I  ride  my  mare 
Over  the  virgin  snow 
(Untouched  by  human  hands) 
I  am  in  love 

With  the  winged  silence 
Of  white  gallops, 
With  wave  spumes  of 


White  powder,  with 

How  the  thunder  of  our  hooves 

Disappears  in  mid-air. 

Downdrifting  overjumps 

Into  silence  - 

Only  the  thought  of  landing 

Makes  any  sound. 

IV 
Snowbound  in  a  hollow  house, 
I  am  the  last  child, 
Sitting  alone  in  a  third 
Floor  room,  empty  of  sisters, 
From  high  windows,  I  hear 
The  snow  shouting  an  echo 
Of  loneliness.  To  still 
The  quiet,  I  turn  on 
The  television. 
The  man  my  father  calls 
"That  Roman  Catholic" 
Is  becoming 
President. 

I  hear  his  thunder  voice 
Saying  "...we  shall 
Pay  any  price,  bear  any 
Burden,  meet  any  hardship, 
Support  any  friend,  oppose 
Any  foe..."  He  is  pelting 
Me  with  his  words,  melting 
The  ice  of  alone. 

The  poet,  Frost,  has  penned 
A  special  anthem  for  this 
New  man  of  words,  but  as  he 
Begins  to  read,  gusts  of  snow-hurled 
Wind  rustle  -  a  flurry  of  white 
Papers.  He  stops.  I  watch  him 
Wipe  the  snowflakes  from  his 
Eyelashes.  "That  man,  Kennedy," 
Puts  an  arm  of  support 
Around  the  aged  poet 
In  a  soft,  yet  honoring 
Way. 

Emboldened  by  white  memories, 
I  decide:  I  will  think 
My  own  life  now  -  decide  for  myself 
Whom  to  praise. 
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Night  Time  Storms 

Janine  Passehl 

ink  black  puddles 
reflecting 
mirroring 
casting  stains  of 
cloud  covered  skies 

vibrant  lightning 
pulsing 
spasming 
echoing  distant 
thunder's  cries 

night  time  storms 
awe  and  inspire 


Glider 

Dawn  Benoit 

Towed  to  altitude 

by  a  flying  machine 

The  sailplane  receives  its  lift 

from  the  earth's  hot  breath 

Rising  up 
spiraling 
circling 
ascending 

Heaven  bound  on  invisible  thermals. 


Snow  is... 

Chuck  Connolley 

Snow  is  the  purest,  whitest,  brightest 

Substance  I  can  think  of 

Seeing  a  clearing  in  a  forest 

Full  of  snow 

Touched  not  by  man 

Formed  and  shaped  and  smoothed  out 

Perfectly 

By  God 


Autumn  Leaves 

Janine  Passehl 

fair  voices  whisper 

faintly 

their  love  song  to 

the  wind's  gentle  caress, 

their  sinuous 

journeys  of  tenderness 

hypnotic 

rhythmic 

until  one  on  top  of 

the  other 

they  lie  entwined, 

coupling  in 

an  orgy  of  nature 
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Dandelions 

Dawn  Benoit 

In  a  wave  of  buttercup  yellow 
dandelions  invade  the  green. 

From  many  distant  fields 
pollinating  bees  convene. 

Neighbors  eradicate  their  dandelions 
regarding  them  as  weeds. 

I  cherish  the  dandelion's  beauty. 
The  mower  spreads  their  seeds. 


Noon  Nap 

Debbie  Paulsen 

Oh,  his  head  hangs  heavy 

As  he  sits  in  his  high  chair 

His  eyes—they  won't  stay  open 

He's  gone  to  his  blank  stare. 

His  head—it  drops  then  gives  a  start. 

The  eyes  are  rolling  back. 

Wake-up!  He  seems  to  tell  himself 

As  head  rests  on  his  plate. 

Too  late!  He's  gone.  He's  at  rest. 

Now  how  to  bed  becomes  the  test. 


Birth  Day 

Judy  Bond 

Sunlight  bows  low 

in  a  blaze 

and  winks  into  purple  black. 

Redheaded  trees 

toss  their  October  tresses 

in  sudden  whips  of  wind. 

My  breath,  suspended  for  a  moment, 

returns  with  Melancholy, 

a  lifelong  companion 

which  has  been  absent 

this  time 

for  what  seemed  would  be 

forever  - 

inevitably 

it  comes  back. 

Only  last  week  I  daydreamed 

what  it  might  be  like 

to  take  someone's  breath  away... 

there  is  no  real  connection  here  - 

my  thoughts  often  slip 

from  a  word  today 

to  something 

yesterday  cannot  release. 

A  choking  sadness 

asks  me  to  consider 

the  beauty  of  this  day 

and  wonder  who  will  not  be  here 

to  see  it  again  next  year 

and  why. 
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Son  of  Goya 

Bill  Yarrow 

'Toward  the  end  of  his  life  the  deaf  artist  Goya  living 
in  virtual  seclusion  in  the  outskirts  of  Madrid  while 
recuperating  from  a  near  fatal  illness,  painted  fourteen 
"black  pictures'  upon  the  plaster  walls  of  his  home. 
Fifty  years  after  his  death  these  were  transferred  to 
canvas  and  exhibited  at  the  Paris  Exhibition." 

1.  My  father  paints  walls. 
My  father  paints  walls 

because  the  daylight  is  malignant 
and  his  eyesight  is  benign, 
because  dead  trees  mock  him, 
because  death's  weather 
courts  him,  because  time's  wife 
spits  through  cracks. 

2.  He  has  lost  all  worldly  goods, 
all  physical  money.  Where  are 

the  friends  to  comfort  his 
idleness  or  cure  his  fear? 
The  accumulation  of  humanness 
choke  his  breathing,  yield  no  rest. 
All  time  is  his. 
He  paints  his  walls. 

3.  The  King  has  commanded 
his  demise  and  has  vowed 
to  make  him  wear  an  axe, 
to  scissor  his  eyes, 

set  fire  to  his  skin 
all  to  scratch  envy's 
initials  on  his  heart 
with  a  pebble  and  a  rag. 

4.  Because  his  nails  are  too  short 
his  strength  too  weak 

his  breaths  too  hurried 

his  bones  too  frail 

his  heart  unsure  to  take  his  hands 

and  paint  their  fates, 

he  paints  his  walls. 

My  father  paints  walls. 

5.  On  the  walls  I  see  monsters, 
cities,  men,  gods.  Murderers, 
pilgrims,  a  witch,  a  spy. 
Two  rifles,  a  woman,  a  dog 
in  the  sand.  Can  I  live  here? 


Among  the  fourteen  edges  of  his 
head?  No.  It  is  a  private 
darkness.  It's  another  earth. 

He  has  new  children  now. 
No  need  of  me.  He's  alone 

with  gunfire  in  his  head. 
What  he  has  planted  in  himself 

surrounds  his  self-regard. 

His  allegiance  is  with  darkness, 

things  brown:  knowledge, 
solitude,  response. 

In  the  hall  by  my  room, 

Chronos  devours  Zeus.  Zeus  has  no  face. 

Zeus  has  no  head. 

Two  massive  arms. 

The  bright  mad  eyes. 

The  tongue  outstretched.  The  mouth. 

A  son  descends  his  father's  throat 
swallowed  by  the  dark. 

I  am  not  against  the  darkness. 
I  can  learn  to  live  with  restraint, 

but  nothing  moves  here  in  the  ink 
and  nothing  speaks.  Nothing  speaks 

in  terror  of  its  voice.  And  yet 
there  is  the  oily  voice  of  father 

animate  in  the  darkness 

where  all  things  hold  their  breath. 

One  day  I  returned  to  my  home 
and  entered  the  house  of  a  deaf  man 

disenfranchised  of  patrons, 

beyond  the  vile  hearing  of  the  world. 

I  entered  the  house  of  my  father, 
alive  to  sadness,  deaf  to  light. 

I  entered  the  house  of  my  father's  darkness 
and  saw  his  darkened  heart  but  not  his  face. 
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Montparnasse,  1919 

William  Fabry  cki 

Always  the  morgue  gray  cold 
in  Modigliani's  studio, 
for  artists  are  or  artist  not, 
this  winter  cold  who  chums  him 
when  night  finds  far  reaches 
and  finally  here. 
Sleep  and  dream,  in  icy  breath 
it  would  claim  more,  but  not  quite  yet. 
And  he  on  box  springs  curls  away 
under  a  fade  of  blanket, 
snuggling  warmth  like  an  alley  tomcat 
to  dream  weary  the  whisper  of  struggle 
crowding  out  hope,  of  hunger  and  want 
seared  by  oily  sweat,  and  tumbling 
unredeemed,  his  torment  follows, 
shouting  of  horizons  too  distant. 

You  and  I  would  have  heard  his  Annabel 
Lee  cough  crawl  up  from  lings  scarred 
in  childhood  and  seen  his  pillow  wet 
with  red  spit  ill  against  his  taste. 
You  and  I  then,  not  shadowed  spectators 
in  media  res,  but  the  good  children 
of  Veronica,  would  accept  no  minute 
to  give  pause.  Comfort  is  a  twin. 
Wanting  for  him,  our  cloth  would  have 
willowed  in  gentle  hands. 

The  final  truth  is  that  we  humans 

who  tend  the  globes  of  compassion 

and  good  intentions,  thinking  to  soothe 

history's  tempests,  speak  and  step  and  cry 

too  softly  to  change  the  story. 

Bids  of  gods,  though,  can  snap  the  wind, 

press  an  issue,  pull  the  magic, 

make  history  rub  her  ear. 

What  then  of  divine  responsibility 

as  silence  winds  tight  and  long 

and  high  fashion  charms  fidelity 

while  the  art  god  is  off  carousing 

with  Picasso  and  his  gang, 

frying  the  night  in  a  Cubist  skillet? 

And  love's  idle  grace  tills  the  nidus 
place,  solacer  for  flesh  gone  bad  when 
love  contends.  Blind  Cassandras. 
Without  tongue  tips. 
Sun's  morning  splash,  polished  glaze 
with  nary  a  brush  of  texture  or  sorrow, 


closes  the  night  in  slow  rise. 

Amedeo  Modigliani  gathers  the  blanket 

around  his  shoulders,  as  if  its  oldness 

is  good  news.  To  go  on. 

His  summed  up  strength  worn  like  a  patchwork 

skin,  he  counts  only  colliding  heartbeats. 

The  full  tones,  the  unwanted  paintings 

bright  against  the  wall,  the  nude  figure 

unfinished  on  the  easel  -  salmon  flesh, 

Nefertiti  neck,  damp  sex  -  all  nourishments 

set  against  the  crush  of  January  24,  1920. 

Go  on.  Go  on,  now! 

He  fires  the  dead  iron  coal  stove 

from  the  blue  char-box,  stroking  the  belly 

too  small  to  carry  the  night. 

And  below,  Paulette  hears  his  footsteps. 

She  touches  the  ceiling  from  a  chair, 

to  know  it  is  warm  and  time  to  pose. 


Designs 

Judy  Bond 

Like  Jackson  Pollack  tracks 

across  a  cream-colored  canvas 

my  silent  invitation 

seems  haphazardly  splattered  - 

a  short  stipple  here 

and  a  sudden  sharp  turn, 

barbed-wire  tangles  of  line 

holding  together  a  shape 

not  quite  defined. 

There  is  no  accident; 

the  question  was  planned 

and  examined 

long  before  asking, 

its  unspoken  words  dissected 

into  the  tiniest  pieces. 

I  put  it  to  you  again 

knowing  the  answer 

will  equal  the  sound 

of  the  request. 

It  doesn't  matter, 

I  know  you  love  me. 
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Victory 

Don  Schuldt 


The  queen  of  the  opponent  is  our  goal, 

our  true  conquest 
But  she  is  guarded  by  a  mighty  king, 
and  we  are  weak 
for  we  fight  amongst  ourselves. 

Contesting  to  best  each  other 
while  the  queen  is  ignored 
For  we  cannot  defeat  ourselves 

and  the  enemy  at  the  same  time. 
(Yet  there  is  hope.) 
For  amongst  our  ranks  is  a  mighty  knight 

Who  seems  as  not  to  take  an  interest. 
But  in  the  end;  trust  me  my  friend 

He'll  win  both  the  queen  and  the  day. 
Unfortunately  the  victory  will  also  bring  defeat, 

for  we  are  truly  weak. 
And  our  side  will  erupt  into  a  great  war. 
But  the  knight  shall  not  heed  this, 

and  walk  away  with  his  queen. 
For  he  truly  knows 

what  others  do  not  see. 


Tennessee  Williams  Lullabye 

Judy  Bond 

Golden  eye  scans 

pages  of  drama: 

a  carnival-glass  panorama 

spread  out  for  double  reflections 

and  hazy  Interpretations. 

He  reads: 

dreamy,  drawly  - 

words  poised  at  the  rim 

of  a  whiskey  glass, 

speaking  a  summer  tenderness 

as  soft  as  a  silk  slip, 

speaking  phrases  of  desire, 

or  roses 

and  souls  too  fragile, 

like  his  own  voice, 

a  magical  paradox 

of  smoothness  and  crude  cackling. 

He  closes  the  book, 

peers  over  spectacles 

which  hide  his  eyes. 

A  devilishness 

delicately  curls 

his  lip. 


Hail  to  the  king... 

Chuck  Connolley 

Hail  to  the  king 
He  listens  to  few 
And  dictates  to  many 
He  thinks  only  for  self 
Just  like  the  serpent 
And  many  suffer 
Because  of  the  king's 
Poor  mental  health 

Too  many  think  that 
The  king  has  the  answer 
Too  many  look  for 
Answers  from  man 
Instead  of  looking  to 
A  higher  place 

The  serpent  distorts  the  truth 
Tricks  us  into  thinking  that 
The  wrong  answers  are  right 
The  wise  people  see 
Through  the  transparent  lies 
Because  the  opaque  truth 
Shines  through  the  skies 


Polly  the  Trolley 

Mike  Ahlberg 

Rode  us  all  to  work 

With  upper  hands  on  traffic 

Lived  under  the  bridge 
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The  Pyromaniac 

Dawn  Benoit 

Jim  is  starting  a  fire.  From  my  sister's  house  I  can 
see  him  entering  and  exiting  his  pole  building.  His 
strawberry  blond  hair  looks  red  under  the  glow  of  the  yard 
light.  He  has  on  his  usual  apparel,  red  flannel  shirt,  jeans, 
and  workboots.  He  has  that  maniac  look  in  his  eyes  again. 
Fire  does  it  to  him  every  time. 

My  sister  began  dating  Jim  when  she  was  sixteen 
and  he  was  eighteen.  Cindy  was  swept  away  by  his  Italian 
good  looks.  I,  however,  found  him  rather  odd  at  first.  He 
seemed  too  quick  tempered,  and  he  had  no  sense  of 
humor.  I  was  only  twelve  at  the  time  so  I  possibly 
misunderstood  him. 

Two  years  later  they  were  married  and  much  to 
my  surprise,  I  found  that  Jim  actually  had  a  decent 
personality  and  a  sense  of  humor.  He  enjoyed  drinking 
with  my  father  and  exchanging  jokes.  He  was  a  good 
husband  to  my  sister. 

Soon  after  their  marriage,  Cindy  and  Jim 
purchased  a  house  that  had  been  damaged  by  fire.  They 
had  plans  of  rebuilding  it  and  in  the  meantime  they  lived 
with  my  grandmother. 

I  remember  the  day  I  helped  Cindy  and  Jim 
remove  the  trash  from  the  old  house.  We  carried  wood, 
paper,  and  various  combustible  items  to  a  burn  pile  at  the 
end  of  the  field.  Jim  found  an  old  barrel  of  gasoline  that  he 
thought  would  be  an  excellent  way  to  ignite  the  huge  pile. 

From  a  safe  distance,  Cindy  and  I  watched  with 
concern  as  Jim  doused  the  heap  with  fuel.  He  threw  the 
half  empty  barrel  on  top  of  the  pile  and  slowly  backed 
away,  marveling  at  his  creation  with  a  demented  smile. 
"Don't  worry,  I  got  this  one  under  control, '  he  yelled.  He 
struck  the  match  and  tossed  it. 

The  explosion  shook  the  windows  of  nearby 
homes  as  the  fireball  ascended  into  the  blue  August  sky. 
The  barrel  launched  itself  from  the  blaze,  and  Jim  rolled 
on  the  ground  like  a  leaf. 

Cindy's  delicate  face  took  on  an  unhealthy  pallor 
as  she  turned  away  and  covered  her  hazel  eyes.  I  stared  in 
shock  at  what  appeared  to  be  the  explosion  of  a  small  atom 
bomb.  "He's  dead.  Cindy  is  a  widow,"  I  thought. 

Then  I  saw  it.  Movement.  He  was  alive!  Jim 
struggled  to  his  feet  as  we  ran  toward  him.  His  eyebrows 
were  smoking,  and  his  face  was  red  and  blistered.  He  had 
no  eyelashes,  and  the  ends  of  his  hair  were  scorched  black. 
It  looked  as  if  a  gun  had  backfired  in  his  face. 

Jim's  wounds  turned  out  to  be  superficial,  and  no 
real  damage  was  done  except  to  his  ego.  He  acted  as  if  the 
whole  spectacle  was  planned. 


Cindy's  fear  turned  to  anger  at  Jim's  casual 
attitude  toward  the  incident.  "You  moron!  Are  you  trying 
to  kill  yourself  and  make  me  a  widow?"  she  screamed. 

I  just  laughed  at  the  sight  of  him.  I  sometimes 
shared  his  bizarre  sense  of  humor,  but  I  never  let  him 
forget  the  foolishness  he  displayed  that  day. 

Jim  is  starting  a  fire.  He  has  just  returned  from  the 
house  with  the  steaks,  and  now  he  is  applying  lighter  fluid 
to  the  coals  in  the  Weber  kettle.  WHOOOOSH!  The 
flames  leap  two  feet  into  the  air.  I  cringe  and  turn  away. 
I  hope  he  is  OK.  Upon  closer  inspection,  I  see  that  his 
eyelashes  and  brows  are  still  intact.  "I  like  my  steak 
medium-rare,"  I  tell  him. 


Gone 

Janine  Passehl 

smiles  and  laughter 
can  not  mask  the 
vulnerability  of 
fragile  emotions 
which  exist  in  her 
trembling  heart 

demons  of  loneliness 

invade  her  mind 

clutching  remnants  of  love  and 

heaving  them  toward 

hell 

crying 

she  smiles 

and  tries  to  regain 

some  semblance  of 

sanity 
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Thinking  Nauseously 

Christian  Bernal 

Thinking  nauseously 
over  the  green 
where 
mosquitos  play 

baby  fields 

of  an  ending  day 

rigid  horizon 
washing  the  blue 
caught  in  seclusion 

baby  field 

warn  of  intrusion 

So  what  can  we  play 

those  who  alone 

what's  there  to  say 

when  disgust  is  bright  shown 

stand  and  sit  down 

talk  like  a  clown 

smear  on  the  old  smile 

that's  always  the  style 

Squeaming  selfishly 
in  tense 
remembrance 
where 


Conceived... 

Dan  Anderson 

conceived  in  darkness, 
destroyed  during  the  daytime, 
Is  love  always  blind? 


Now  and  Forever 

Judy  Bond 

Nothing  spoken,  heard, 

on  this  floor  - 

elevator  doors  slide 

together 

my  body  a  cement  block 

in  the  corner 

like  centrlfuged  blood 

stuck  at  the  bottom; 

my  eyelids  drop  slowly 

as  a  perfume  of  Eastern 

mystery 

trickles  through  the  duct 

overhead  and  fills  the  car 

with  an  Oriental  riddle 

I  will  never  untangle. 

The  floating  room  rises 

well-oiled,  soundless, 

fluorescent  lights  as 

coldly  static 

as  darkness  in  space. 

I  feel  upwardness  - 

a  direction  without 

end 

marked  by  odore 

emanating  as  vividly 

as  colored  smoke. 

Temporary  delays 

at  each  new  level: 

the  doore  open 

reveal  places 

where,  once,  ancient  gods'  voices 

spilled  the  answers 

to  all  questions 

but  no  more. 

The  doore  elide 

together 

close  out  void 

which  cannot  swallow  up 

the  stench  of  cheap  cigars. 
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Paradise  Island 

Bill  Yarrow 

A  man  comes  out  of  the  crashing, 
gasping.  Falls  to  the  ground 
collapsed,  panting,  blind 
with  happiness.  The  shallow  water 
does  what  it  can  to  kill  him. 

He's  shivering.  I  cover  him. 
I  lay  over  his  cold  blue  body 
the  pale  blue  present  from  you. 

A  crowd  has  gathered. 

It  drags  him  from  the  dying  waves 

toward  the  awful  solace  of  the  sand 

where  he  lies 

having  outswum  his  drowning 

having  fallen  in  triumph 

out  of  the  sea. 


Fifteen  years  later 

not  a  day  goes  by 

that  I  do  not  remember 

the  texture,  smell,  and 

complexion  of  the  water 

out  of  which  you  and  I 

watched  a  drowning  man  emerge. 

Fifteen  years  later 

not  a  day  goes  by 

that  you  do  not  remind  me 

of  the  robe  you  once  gave  me 

and  its  ruin  that  day  at  the  sea. 


Mourning  To  Ya 

Christian  Bernal 


You  look  down  on  this  man 
on  the  ground.  He  is  moaning 
thank-you  into  the  earth. 
You  look  toward  the  sea, 
toward  a  pale  blue  robe 
in  the  arms  of  the  tide. 

You  watch  as  I  reclaim  it. 
It  hangs  on  my  arm. 
Swollen.  Cold. 
Wet.  Hellish  to  touch. 

"You  did  the  right  thing." 

I  did  the  right  thing,  yes. 

But  the  robe.  The  robe  is  ruined. 

My  new  robe.  I  ruined  it. 

These  thoughts  swim  in  your  head. 

We  were  bride  and  groom 
at  that  time  of  our  lives 
off  the  coast  of  dreams 
swimming  in  a  green  sea 
over  our  heads  in  love. 


Midnight  stragglers 
bluing  black 
dressed  in  bags 
of  morning  ash 

Cold  in  corners 
of  colorless  glass 
cemetery  skies 
of  winter's  wrath 

Time  is  freezing 
stiffening  true 
and  all  the  flowers 
are  dying  from  dew 
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Winning 

J anine  Passehl 

Herfeet  scraped  against  the  sandpaper  texture 
as  her  toes  tried  to  grip  the  front  edge  of  the  starting 
block.  In  spite  of  the  silence  surrounding  her,  her 
nerves  were  sending  violent  screams  to  her  brain,  and 
her  thoughts  sped  so  that  she  thought  they  may  be 
audible  to  those  near  her. 

The  starter's  voice  intruded  upon  those 
demons,  "Swimmers,  take  your  marks...."  She  rocked 
forward  slightly,  almost  imperceptibly,  and  when  the 
starting  beep  echoed  through  the  natatorium,  herfeet 
immediately  sprang  off  the  block.  She  was  the  first  to 
enter  the  water  and  the  last  to  emerge,  but  her  strong 
flutter  kick  carried  her  ten  meters  into  the  fifty  meter 
length  of  the  pool,  well  ahead  of  the  other  swimmers. 
From  the  moment  that  the  stinging  water  first  touched 
her  fingertips  all  other  thoughts  left  her  mind,  and  she 
focused  solely  on  the  race  -  her  single-minded  purpose, 
to  win. 

It  was  the  final  heat  of  the  event,  and  she  was 
seeded  second  by  only  one  hundredth  of  a  second. 
This  made  her  all  the  more  eager  to  succeed,  to  prove 
to  everyone  that  she  was  the  best.  Her  stroke  was 
smooth  as  she  glided  across  the  surface  of  the  water, 
arms  extending  in  front  of  her  with  each  rotation  as 
her  legs  kept  up  the  constant  flutter  that  helped  to 
propel  her  forward.  Stretch,  elbows  high,  knees  bent 
slightly,  head  down  -  her  movements  were 
mechanical,  but  they  held  a  certain  grace  and  fluidity. 

Nearing  the  wall,  the  end  of  the  first  lap 
complete,  she  tucked  her  arm  underneath  her  and, 
bending  at  the  waist,  flipped  her  legs  over  her  body 
and  pushed  off  the  wall.  The  momentum  of  her  push 
along  with  her  flutter  kick  carried  her  about  four 
meters  into  the  second  lap,  almost  a  full  body  length 
ahead  of  the  nearest  competitor.  She  continued  her 
sprint  for  the  entire  length  of  the  pool  and  with  a  final 
lunge  touched  the  wall  with  a  time  of  52:93.  Not  only 
her  personal  best  but  also  a  meet  record. 

Relaxing,  she  floated  on  her  back,  savoring 
the  moment.  Then,  after  pulling  herself  out  of  the 
water,  she  walked  across  the  deck,  making  her  way  to 
the  locker  room,  where  she  headed  straight  for  the 
showers.  The  tiled  floor  sent  a  chill  through  her  body 
that  couldn't  be  warmed  by  the  hot  spray  of  the 


shower.  She  was  the  only  one  in  the  small,  lightless 
room,  alone  with  the  thoughts  that  once  again  crowded 
her  mind.  She  stood  under  the  steaming  cascade  for 
a  full  ten  minutes  as  the  water  mingled  with  the  tears 
that  slid  down  her  cheeks,  alone. 


Gapping/ Across  the  Night 

Christian  Bernal 

Woke  to  war 
a  coming 
role 
giving  call 

Wondered 

listened 

and  wandered 

(Minds  wander 

when  the  rain  speaks) 

don't  you  think 

Winded  houses 

shaked 

rattled  awake 

to  war... 

thinking... 

of  what's  in  store 

I'm  not  holding  on  well 

darling 

When  at  last 

long  last 

did  I 

send  out 

broke  from  the  voice  void 
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Swan  Song 

Ted  Thompson 

1.  Birth-rite 
Jumping  Jupiter! 
In  the  sixties 
America  played  Leda, 
Swelled  with  her  potentiality, 
Craved  pickles  and  perfection. 
Laboring  into  the  seventies, 
America  contracted  upon  herself 
And  laid  two  rotten  eggs, 

The  stillbirth  of  fulfillment. 
Leaving  for  the  eighties 
Broken  shells  and 
Post-partum  blues. 
No  birth  of  heroes, 
Nor  beauty, 

Nor  treachery  for  that  matter- 
Even  treachery  demands  commitment. 

2.  Secundines 

Menelaos  joined  the  Moonies  and  hangs  out  at 

airports, 

Leaving  Agamemnon  alone  in  their  gay 

condominium. 
Paris,  we  hear,  lectures  on  aesthetics  at  Cal 

Polytechnic— 
A  snap  course,  they  say— no  one  buys  the  book. 
After  Hector  was  committed  to  Lexington 
Ajax,  bankrupt,  closed  their  video  arcade, 
But  further  down  the  mall, 
Achilles  is  still  selling  counterfeit  Nikes  to 

middle-aged  jocks. 
Cashiered  from  the  CIA,  Odysseus  eats  his 

TV  dinner  and 
Watches  the  game-of-the-week;  meanwhile 
Penelope  runs  off  to  Reno 
With  a  friendly  importer  of  Korean  polyesters. 
And  somewhere  at  the  heart  of  the  country 
An  old  blind  man, 
Waiting  in  the  welfare  office  for  his  number 

to  be  called, 
Whimpers  inarticulately. 


Tendaji 

Sean  T.  Clark 

Tendaji  is  two  hours  old  -  the  firstborn 
fruit  of  my  womb  -  and  he  is  beautiful  -  a  small 
writhing  mass  of  kinky  hair,  with  skin  as  dark  as 
the  African  night  sky.  He  came  natural,  with 
pain,  as  the  Lord  said,  but  all  I  feel  now  is  pride 
in  my  now-ripened  seedling.  I'll  take  him  home 
soon  and  continue  to  water  my  childvine  to 
make  his  roots  thick  and  his  trunk  straight  to 
withstand  the  inevitable  storm. 

Tendaji  is  four  -  greased  black  lightning 
with  legs.  I  watch  him  streak  past  the  boarded- 
up  buildings  and  glass  strewn  empty  lots.  He 
sprints  past  corner-winos  piled  three  deep  as  I 
watch  him  from  the  stoop,  and  I  wonder,  "Were 
they  ever  full-of-life  like  my  whirlwind  in  vAir 
Jordan's'?"  Tendaji  doesn'tknow  his  father  (who 
is  drunk,  gamblin',  or  dead  by  the  hand  of  a 
jealous  husband),  but  he  has  substitutes  in  these 
MD  20/20  fools,  gang  bangers,  or  the  corner 
store  Pakistani.  He  doesn't  seem  to  mind. 

Tendaji  is  thirteen  and  he  seems,  at  times, 
a  wild  animal.  He  knows  words  I  know  he 
didn't  pick  up  at  church.  Anyhow,  he  puts  up 
such  a  fuss  I  don't  have  the  strength  to  drag  him 
there  anymore.  He  doesn't  seem  too  interested 
in  school  anymore,  either  -just  girls,  or  "hangin' ." 
But  sometimes,  when  he  smiles  at  me,  I  see  that 
old  greased  lightnin'  and  my  hopes  come  back 
that  my  prayers  will  be  answered.  The  storm 
has  come. 

Tendaji  is  seventeen,  and  he's  dead,  felled 
by  a  piece  of  metal  l)out  the  size  of  an  eraser  tip. 
The  blame  is  not  important,  only  the  result  is, 
and  his  blood  has  watered  the  earth  where  more 
like  him  will  grow  and  die  while  still  in  the 
summer  of  their  lives. 
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They're  Gone 

Saundra  H.  Clark 

As  I  was  pondering  the  beauty  of  the  day  - 

The  gifts  God  gives  freely, 

I  realized  my  friends  had  slipped  away. 

Those  creatures  hungrily  awaited  for  with 
their  red  breasts  -  harbingers  of  Spring, 
had  left  with  nary  a  goodbye. 

It  made  me  realize  that  so  often  that  is 
the  way  with  loved  ones  and  friends. 

Before  we  seize  the  opportunity  to  tell  them 
how  much  beauty  they've  added  to  our  lives  - 
they're  gone,  with  nary  a  goodbye. 

Once  more  I  will  hunger  to  see  my  red-breasted 
friends  through  the  long  Winter  and  will  exult 
upon  their  return. 

Help  me,  Lord,  not  to  let  loved  ones  and  friends 
leave  me  silently.  Help  me  express  the  sunshine 
they  give  me  with  each  kiss,  with  each 
conversation,  with  each  smile. 

They  are  your  gift  to  me  -  just  like  my 
red-breasted  friends. 


If  I  Had  a  Granny 

Judy  Bond 

If  I  had  a  Granny 

she'd  be  so  fat  'n  soft 

I'd  get  lost  in  her  laps. 

She'd  sing  me  songs 

like  "Bringing  in  the  Sheaves" 

while  she  held  me 

on  a  big  old  rocking  chair 

with  lace  doilies  on  the  arms. 

She'd  tell  me  stories 

over  and  over 

til  I  knew  them  by  heart. 

She'd  give  me  all  the  cottage  cheese 

and  fruit  cocktail  I  could  eat 

cause  I  like  it 

and  she'd  like  it  when  I  liked  things. 

She  wouldn't  care 

if  I  colored  outside  the  lines; 

my  pictures  would  all  be  beautiful 

even  if  I  wanted  bunnies  to  be  green. 

If  I  had  a  Granny 

I  would  love  her  so  much 

my  hands  couldn't  hold  it  all... 

if  I  had  a  Granny. 


Dry  Daddy 

Nancy  Lockhart 

You  were  a  dry  daddy 

Like  the  dust  from 

What  you  was  made. 

I  felt  you  fade 

Before  I  was  grow'd 

You  maybe  never  know'd 

I  had  a  mean  thirst  for  you 

When  I  was  young. 

All  I  could  do  was 

Suck  my  thumb, 

But  nothin* 

Never  come. 
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Bland 

John  Stobart 


Survivor 

WA.  Kahle 


Life  is  neither  scotch  nor  bourbon, 
Ho  matter  the  bond  nor  label  nor  year. 
Indeed,  it's  both  Kool-Aid  and  Cointreau, 
Hawaiian  Punch  and  Mothers  milk. 
Saccharin,  sour,  smooth  and  chunky. 
I  tell  myself  this, 
Which  everyone  knows, 
I  see  and  sort  of  understand 
Quantums  and  relativities 
Trlvlale  and  Tom  Terrifies, 
SweetTarts  In  abundlzma. 
But  there  come  these  times, 
Sometimes  lasting  for  days, 
When  nothing  is  wrong- 
Just  everything— 
And  man's  infinite  grace 
And  diversity 

Have  all  the  sparkle,  gravity, 
Substance  and  charm 
Of  a  five-alarm  on  Xmas  Eve. 


Cigarette  Butts:  Lipstick-Coated  Glasses 

Shelbia  Chandler 

Cigarette  butts,  lipstick-coated  glasses, 
Spilled  beer  and  crumpled  paper. 
A  strong  stench  of  urine 
Mingles  with  half-cleaned  vomit. 
A  drunk  feels  up  a  whore 
While  transvestites  watch  like  spiders. 
Dancers  exaggerate  coupling  gestures 
as  the  jukebox  reaches 
a  frantic  recorded  orgasm. 

I  stand  apart 

watching  the  action 

I  wonder 

What  the  hell  am  I  doing  here? 


The  clock  ticks 
a  TV  screams 
he  cannot  retract 
a  demon's  dream- 
on  the  wall 
the  family  portrait 
haunts  and  taunts 
just  like  the  fog 
outdoor  cinemascope... 
but  Karloff  is  dead 
along  with  Bela  Lugosi 
luckier  than  lucky 
he's  trapped  with  dread 
mistaken  mistakes 
founded  with  turgid 
innocence  the  very  moment 
an  Olds  plummeted 
down... 

wordy  confusion 
horacious  despair 
stomps  in,  traipses  out, 
in  a  head  pounding 
astounded 
with  justice 
they  should  have  had. 


Auto-Suggestion 

John  Stobart 

Sometimes  she  tires  of 
Guarding  her  rear-end 
And  brakes  so  hard 
That  she  pops  the  clutch 
Of  her  suspension  systems 
And  just  flat-out  collapses 
Into  a  total  wreck. 
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A  Seduction 

Shelbia  Chandler 


Emergence/Sea 

Nancy  Lockhart 

I  come  from  the  sea 
Filled  with  slippery  liquids 
Hair  made  of  rain, 
Feet  to  walk  on  water 
English  skin. 
A  pink  fish. 
I  smell  of  woman- 
Red-wet,  ripe-wet 
Lungs  to  suck  fog 
Thighs  that  cry. 
Give  me  a  river  bath 
Nipple  high. 

To  gleam  in  the  glossy  moon, 
To  await  my  frogprince 
Greenwet  and  earthy 
Who  will  become  a  fish  for  me, 
Slide  through  the  deathgrip  of  the  land, 
Drip  his  oceanskin  on  mine, 
Never  go  dry. 

In  death  the  earth  replenish  me  with  dew 
The  damp  worms  dance  between 
Roots  of  pine~my  toes  and  fingers. 
Seasons'  storms  take  my  bones- 
Shells  in  the  tide. 


Tonight,  I  touched  Death 

For  the  first  time. 

His  flesh  was  soft  and  coo\ 

And  trembled  at  my  touch 

As  I  held  him  tightly  in  my  arms, 

His  muscles,  taut  and  icy  hard 

Pressed  into  my  breast 

My  warmth  stole  into  his  veins. 

Death's  lips  kissed  mine  tonight 

Waking  a  hunger  in  my  soul 

Senseless,  yet  somehow  thrilled 

I  yielded  to  his  sensuous  touch. 


Release 

Judy  Bond 

The  scream  will  come 

when  the  last  sadness  falls 

whether  camel* s-back  straw 

or  ton-weight  brick — 

no  more  will  follow. 

The  cry, 

rending  air 

like  a  dull  blade  through  gauze 

for  endless  seconds 

embarrassing  all  the 

teachers  and  preachers  of  the  past 

with  its  egocentrism 

held  like  a  violin  note 

desperate  for  resolution: 

a  wild  entreaty 

in  a  soundproofed  room, 

the  pitch  of  anger 

having  no  escape 

echoing  back  to  the  source, 

compounding  itself 

into  cacophonous  chaos 

and  then 

inevitable 

collapse. 
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Photo  Album  the  picture,  like  an  afterthought.  Danny  is  the 

Margaret  Carroll  Redmond  wrong  one,  too.  See  how  his  baseball  cap  sits 

backwards  on  his     curly  blond  head  like  a 

The  pictures  are  neatly  arranged  in  rebellion.  His  face  has  already  learned  how  to 

chronological  order.  First,  there  are  three  little  smirk. 

girls  all  lined  up  in  stairsteps.  I  am  the  wrong  Danny  loves  baseball  days.  They  are  the 

one.  I  landed  in  a  house  that  was  already  full,  only  times  of  the  school  year  he  doesn't  have  to 

There  is  Natalie.  She  is  the  tallest  and  oldest.  See  wear  the  dreaded  St.  Mark's  school  uniform 

how  smart  she  looks  in  the  picture?  You  can  see  with  its  white  shirt,  navy  blazer  and  pants  and 

her  brains.  She  is  Daddy's  girl.  She  does  things,  plaid  tie.  Uncle  Steve  and  Aunt  Maureen  are 

Next  is  Leda,  who  is  Mommy's  girl.  I  am  Danny's  parent;  she  is  a  Southern  belle  and  he  is 

nobody's.  But  I  don't  mind.  I  would  suffocate  a  military  man.  Danny  says  he  doesn't  know 

with  as  much  love  as  they  get.  I  was  born  how  he  got  born  into  this  house,  these  parents, 

standing.  I  would  be  ashamed  to  nest  like  a  little  these  rules.  It  was  all  a  big  mistake,  he  says,  a 

hatchling.  Leda  is  like  a  bird  with  a  broken  hospital  mix-up.  He  is  waiting  for  someone  to 

wing.  She  needs  things.  I  don't  need  anything.  I  come  and  set  it  right. 

AM  FIVE.  The  eyes  of  the  children  grab  you  -  so 

***  intense  they  burn  right  through  the  picture. 

In  the  picture  I  am  a  child  bride.  I  am  a  Murray,  so  grown-up  and  proud  in  his  ST. 

bride  for  Halloween.  There  are  three  little  girls  Mark's  blazer  and  tie.  the  green  of  his  eyes 

all  dressed  up  in  costumes.  They  are  going  to  a  matches  the  green  in  his  plaid  tie.  His  face  is 

costume  party.  Natalie's  dark  ringlets  make  her  serious.  His  blond  hair  parts  neatly  on  the  side, 

perfect  as  a  Spanish  dancer.  Leda,  graceful  in  he  is  like  a  junior  Yale  man  already.  The  girl 

white  lace,  is  a  swan.  But  the  littlest  one  stares  -  stands  beautiful,  poised,  calm,  like  a  buffer  zone 

sad,  defiant,  like  she  is  going  to  her  doom.  She  between  Murray  and  Danny.  Gold  curls  fall  to 

is  dressed  in  a  bride's  outfit  with  veil  and  train,  her  shoulders.  There  is  something  blond  about 

The  other  two,  poised  and  smiling,  hold  the  her  being,  singed  eyebrows,  evergreen  eyes, 

ends  of  the  bridal  train.  something  pale  and  ethereal  that  startles  the 

I  know  what  weddings  are  about.  They  watcher  like  surprise, 

are  like  baptisms  and  first  communions.  But  But  Danny  is  the  rebel  baby.  His  corn 

instead  of  saying  you  love  God  or  Jesus,  ifs  a  colored  hair  radiates  out  from  under  the  baseball 

person.  One  day  I  saw  married  people  coming  cap.  His  eyes  shock  you  with  their  blue, 

out  of  a  church,  they  were  all  smiling  and  golden  *** 

in  the  afternoon  sun.  Danny  is  the  only  one  I  In  the  photograph  three  little  girls  are  all 

would  want  to  marry.  And  I  can't.  Aunt  Maureen  barefoot  and  running  -  playing  with  the  surf. 

said  so  because  he  is  my  cousin.  So  to  me  Daddy  tried  to  make  a  spontaneous-looking 

weddings  are  a  tragedy.  I  am  the  saddest  bride  picture.  But  the  line-up  is  off  center.  See  how  the 

you  ever  saw.  I  AM  SIX.  littlest  one  is  in  a  world  of  her  own,  running  at 

***  the  surf  with  abandon,  making  love  to  the  sea. 

Three  incredible  blond  children  stare  out  of  the  Daddy  loves  symmetry.  He  loves  to  line 

photograph  like  inmates.  There  is  Murray,  up  his  pictures  perfectly.  But  I  can't  be 

twelve,  Eugenia,  an  ancient  eight,  and  Danny,  symmetrical.  See  how  my  arms  and  legs  are 

seven.  They  wear  their  lives  like  uniforms.  See  going  in  different  directions?  I  am  daring  the 

how  orderly  they  look.  The  oldest  two  wear  sea  to  come  after  me.  Danny  is  like  that,  too,  off 

plaid  school  outfits  perfect  with  the  required  center,  a  surprise. 

white  shirts.  The  youngest,  the  boy,  Danny,  Daddy  loves  to  take  photographs.  He 

wears  a  baseball  suit,  he  stands  on  the  edge  of  has  a  darkroom  in  the  basement.  Sometimes  I 
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hear  him  saying,  "No!  Not  right!"  Even,  I  hear 
him  calling  my  name,  "Madaket  Smith!  Why 
did  you  have  to  move?"  Daddy  wants  every 
thing,  even  the  mountains  in  his  pictures  to 
obey.  I  know  there  has  to  be  more  to  life  than 
obeying.  I  AM  SEVEN. 


*** 


In  the  next  picture,  I  stand  in  front  of  the 
columned  red  brick  Pennsylvania  house.  I  hold 
a  pedigreed  cocker  spaniel.  See  how  the  leash 
and  leather  harness  frame  her  silky  ears.  The 
gold  letters  on  her  collar  spell  "Lady  Penelope." 
We  call  her  Penny.  See  how  she  looks  far  away 
and  past  the  camera.  That  is  Penny's  royal  look. 
She  is  a  dog  princess.  Mommy  wants  me  to  be  a 
princess,  too,  but  I  can't  be  it.  See  how  our 
camera-looks-frozen-in-time  don't  match?  My 
face  is  looking  far  away  like  Penny's,  but  I  am 
too  skinny  to  pull  off  a  royal  look.  My  bony 
knees  knock  against  my  stick  legs.  Danny  calls 
me  the  stick  cousin. 

Penny  is  the  only  friend  I  have,  except  in 
the  summer  when  I  have  Danny.  I  skip  up  the 
street  after  the  shutter  clicks.  It  is  fall.  I  see  the 
brown  and  gold  leaves  falling  like  rain.  I  think  of 
endings.  Snow  falling.  The  leaves  turning  white 
and  sad.  I  stop  and  pet  Penny's  soft  ears. 

"Penny,"  I  say,  "Mommy  is  going  to 
die." 

Penny  leans  against  me  like  comfort. 

"Mommy's  face  is  like  white  leaves." 

Penny  whimpers.  I  pick  up  her  leash  and 
walk  back  down  the  leaf-littered  street. 
Something  is  different.  I  walk  up  the  stairs  to  the 
columned  porch.  Before  I  go  in  the  house  I 
change  faces.  I  am  not  allowed  to  know  what  I 
know.  I  AM  EIGHT. 


*** 


I  am  second  from  right.  Again  we  line  up 
in  order  of  height  -  stairsteps  -  the  six  cousins.  I 
hold  Danny's  hand.  He  is  the  youngest,  my  twin 
cousin.  Each  of  us  has  an  age-mate,  a  mind  twin. 
Danny  is  mine,  my  best  friend.  I  take  care  of  him 
like  a  mother  guarding  her  young. 

Danny  is  eight  and  a  half  and  I  am  nine. 
This  year  we  are  all  orphans,  halflings.  They 
have  lost  their  father  and  we  our  mother,  both 


over  this  last  winter.  See,  in  the  picture  we  are  on 
the  steamship  wharf  at  Woods  Hole.  Six  waifs, 
all  dressed  for  the  boat  ride  to  the  house  on 
Nantucket.  In  the  picture  you  can  see  us  standing 
perfectly  still  in  age  order.  First  is  Natalie,  the 
oldest,  and  her  age-closest  cousin,  Murray,  then 
Leda  with  her  cousin-mate,  Eugenia.  Finally, 
there  are  the  cousin  twins,  me,  Madaket  Smith, 
and  Danny. 

The  photograph  can't  tell  you  what 
happens  next,  after  the  shutter  clicks. 

"Roll  up  your  sleeves,"  Daddy  says. 

I  am  good  at  obeying.  I  roll  up  the  sleeve 
of  Danny's  best  shirt.  He  is  youngest  and  first. 
Daddy  hits  Danny  with  the  needle  before  he 
knows  what  is  happening. 

Now  if  s  my  turn.  I  am  not  afraid.  I've 
been  through  this  before.  Daddy  brags  that  I'm 
his  little  stoic.  Children  of  doctors  are  like  that. 
Then  he  hits  me  with  the  needle  and  I  remember. 

My  head  is  back  to  the  night  mother  died. 
February  24. 1  hear  Daddy  clumping  down  the 
stairs,  thinking  his  footfall  is  quieter,  wounded, 
hurt,  thinking,  "NO,  NO!" 

Daddy  tells  us,  "Girls,  your  mother  has 
gone  to  heaven." 

I  wail,  sob,  whimper  for  my  lost  mother. 

"Be  quiet,"  Daddy  says. 

Now  I  really  cry,  shriek,  scream.  Daddy 
stabs  me  with  the  needle,  then  it  all  stops.  I  feel 
the  cold  of  the  needle  in  my  arm.  I  am  stopped, 
numbed,  put  to  sleep.  Daddy  can't  stand  crying. 

In  the  morning,  yesterday  seems  so  long 
ago.  I  am  fine.  Daddy  says  he  will  buy  me  a 
pony. 

So  on  the  wharf,  when  the  needle  pricks 
my  skin,  I  wonder,  "Will  I  pass  out?  Right  here 
on  the  steamship  wharf?  Will  I  fall  in  the  water?" 

"There,"  Daddy  says,  "Now  you  will  all 
be  safe.  I  have  given  you  some  of  the  first  polio 
vaccine  in  America.  I  had  it  shipped  special 
from  Boston." 


*** 


(to  be  continued  in  future  issues) 
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The  Wake 

Jim  Sherbrooke 

Motionless  they  stood 
One  behind  another 
Rigid,  never  glancing  about 
Eyeballs  fixed,  marble  faced 

An  early  morning  drill 
From  the  entire  fleet 
They  came  to  us 
To  attend  a  wake 

Spit  shined  combat  boots, 
Starched  camouflaged  fatigues 
Were  it  not  for  their  weapons 
You'd  think  they  were  churchbound 

Of  course,  we  snickered  and  gawked 

Even  shot  them  the  "bird" 

What  the  hell! 

We  were  sailors—they  marines 

Suddenly  the  "Rap,  Rap,  Rap..." 

of  unmuf fled  engines 

The  high  pitched  shrill 

of  twirling  blades 

Locust  like,  they  came  at  us 

Landing  on  our  flight  deck 

Helicopters  everywhere 

Riddled  and  torn  by  shellfire  and  bullets 

Covered  with  grass,  mud 

And  even  blood. 

Doorgunners  stepped  aside 
Marines  climbed  aboard 
Now  they  looked  about 
All  young,  all  afraid 

Often  in  nightmare 
I  shiver  with  fright 
I'm  next  in  line 
I,  too,  am  cannon  fodder 


Hours  passed 
Then  days 
We  waited 
None  returned. 

They  had  gone  to  Hue 
Turned  the  tide 
Made  the  difference 
The  battle  was  won 

Their  dues  were  paid  that  day 
Those  not  killed  were  crippled,  maimed 
Or  to  a  man,  never  the  same 
"Semper  Fi" 


Masculinity 

Nancy  Lockhart 

The  hair  accumulates  on  the  floor. 

Dark  rings — brownblack: 

The  color  of  the  barber's  shoes. 

The  barber's  chair. 

An  important  place  to  be,  I  think. 

The  men  come  here. 

They  talk  and  talk 

Above  the  Italian  music 

Above  the  Italian  radio  announcer 

They  vote  here  on  election  day, 

These  men. 

An  important  place 

Shiny  brass  spitoons  on  the  floor; 

Cuspidor,  my  mother  says, 

As  I  sit  waiting  with  her 

Among  the  magazines 

For  my  brother  boosted  high. 

His  long  white-cloth  mantle 

Reflected  in  the  massive  mirror. 

The  smell  of  brilliantine  mingled 

With  heavy  cigars 

Like  his  blonde  snippets 

Amid  all  those  dark  Important 

hairs. 
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Igstar  Egscap  and  Milo 

Christian  Bernal 

When  the  heat  comes  out 
In  Red  line 
psychic  erections 

Untied 

sparks  pride 

in  the  shade 

in 

the  shade 

of  the  sea 

Skywalls,  skywalls 
fantasy  signs 
brick  and  bodies 
in  unique  collide 

Its  hungry  outside 
dead  sizzling 

Born  ficticiously 
with  mineral  spirits 
and  wine 
ghosts  alone 
alone  in  the  hole 
she  breathes 
breeds 

In  her  true  warm ness 


Robotic  Animals 

Dan  Anderson 

The  blood  has  stopped  flowing  now 
but  the  body  will  forever  remain 
killed  by  his  own  brother 
for  trespassing  on  his  domain 

The  barrel  has  stopped  smoking 
the  body  offers  up  no  soul 
the  bullet  has  struck  true 
and  now  the  death  bell  tolls 

They  were  both  just  two  young  kids 
who  were  there  with  nothing  to  hide 
it  wasn't  hatred  that  struck  him  down 
it  was  the  fact  that  they  had  to  choose 
sides. 


The  End  of  the  Road 

Mike  Ahlberg 

I  want  to  be  on  the  cover  of  magazines, 

President  of  this  good  ole  USA; 
all  of  America  watching  me  down  my 
graduating  aisle  with  supporting  arms  - 
all  this  my  own  private  army, 

leading  me  out  to  this  world, 

this  magnificent  beauty,  this  earth! 

Millions  of  cheers  and  screams  for  me, 

headed  down  this  aisle  to  my  graduation, 

twelfth  in  line  and  only  388  left  to  go, 

everyone  behind  me! 

Stepping  up  to  this  platform  to  higher  expectations, 

with  blue  jeans  with  faded  denim  and  leather  - 

or  even  three  piece  suits  and  silk  ties 

and  $100  suede  shoes  gliding  my  feet  along! 

However  it  turns  out, 

with  these  millions  of  audiences  and  supporters, 

with  my  head  in  the  clouds 

only  as  high  as  heaven 

and  my  own  delicious  expectations, 

with  only  one  world  gone 

and  one  world  left  to  go  in  my  future, 

I  can  just  plant  the  seed 

and  hope  it  grows 
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vote  for  acceptance.  For  the  awar  ible. 

This  issue  contains  selections  from  students,  faculty,  and  friends  of 

JJC.  Only  current  students,  however,  are  eligible  for  awards. 
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